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May it pleaſe your Royal Highneſs, 


: J Cannot more properly expreſs my ſenſe of the 
obligation conferred on me, by your attention, 
than in a public acknowledgement. I beg leave to 
preſent the following Poems, not as an adequate, 
but as the only tribute I can offer. My apology for 
publication, is not that of affected modeſty, or com- 
mon pretence. I have not been ſolicited by friends, 
nor have erroneous copies got into the world, and 


multiplied 
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DEDICATION, 


multiplied by the eagerneſs of admiration. I 
have been unwilling to trouble others with recitati- 
ons, which might not be intereſting. Ingenuouſly 
confeſſing a deſire of obtaining praiſe, if I ſhould 
be thought to deſerve any, I rely on the candour 
of juſt criticiſm; and am too faithful to myſelf, to 
employ any artificial means of procuring commend- 
ation. Above all, that this work may not prove 
diſgraceful to the Patronage of your Royal High- 


nels, is the warmeſt wiſh of 
Your Royal Highneſs's 


Moſt dutiful Servant, 


PLYMOUTH, 


January 1, 1794. 
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T H E 


PROGRESS 


Poetry, Painting, and Muſic, 
A POEM. 


CANTO the Firſt. 


A His, Ainparre tore rd THIS Zyniprs 
Aura Ti woybow Tiaoxanos. 


THEOCRITVUS. 


Ego nec fludium fine divite vend 
Nec rude quid profit video ingenium; alterius fic 
Altera peſcit opem res et conjurat amice. 


HoRACE. © 
— ——— 


HEN Time was young, undiſciplin'd mankind, 


E'er Letters yet their manners had refin'd, 
Fancy, a baſhful nymph, had fix d her ſeat, 
Amid the windings of a ſtill retreat 
A | In 


- s 


„ 
In wilds emboſom'd and with woods o'ergrown, 
Where ne'er the buſy ſtep of man was known ; 
Where noiſy Interruption never came, 
Nor ever Echo hail'd one ſocial name. 
Amid theſe ſhades 'twas her delight to dwell 
And muſe within her ſolitary cell. 
To reach that cell, a ſecret paſſage wound, 
By goats, the mountain wanderers, only found, 
Which hunting danger o'er the rocky ſteep, 
Defied the horrors of the nether deep. 
Around the flaunting honey-ſuckle flung 
Its wreathing arms and in rich cluſters hung. 


And flow'rs fantaſtic of all colours gay, 


Were emulous their bloſſoms to diſplay. 
Wild fruits adorn'd the loaded trees around, 


And the wood ſtrawberry bluſh'd upon the ground. 


Large was her cave within; its rugged ſides 
In chryſtals chain'd the moiſture's dripping tides. 
Phoſphoric bodies ſpread around their light, 
And made the place in native ſplendour bright. 
Here golden veins their mazy luſtre ſhew'd, 
Rich Diamonds blaz'd, and ruddy Rubies glow'd, 
The 
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The Emerald's green, the Amethyſt's ſtrong blue, 


The yellow Topaz mix'd their various hue ; 

In magic colours ſhed a day their. own, 

And in an ever changing brilliance ſhone. 

Oft on her couch the Nymph in liſtleſs eaſe, 
Would fleeping waſte the ſultry Summer's days; 


On light tranſparent wings while dreams flew round, 


And ſhook from murm'ring air a lulling ſound, 
Thick dancing ſo in Noonday's yellow beam, 
The million inſects gayly colour'd gleam. 

So frequent ſparks, the circling wheel diſplays, . 
And gilds the night with artificial rays, _ 


The Nymph had various taſtes ; ſhe would delight 
To fit by glowing embers in the night, 

And picture figures in the changing light. 

Then muſing oft ſhe ſtray'd abroad, at Eve, 


To note what ſhapes the floating clouds would give. 


Sometimes ſhe ſought the depths of nightly ſhade, 


Or watch'd the moon beams ſleeping on the glade, 


Or idly view'd in air thin bubbles float, 
Or liſten'd to the baſhful cuckoo's note, 


Or 
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Or pleas'd would ſee the ſtream mean dring glide, 
And playful ſunbeams dancing on the tide. 

Full oft ſhe ſtray'd deep roaring torrents near; 

In filence then repos'd her liſt 'ning ear, 

And on the ground, to catch each ſound would lay, 
And ſhake at ev'ry trembling of the ſpray, 

Penſive o'er midnight graves alone ſhe trod, 
Diſturbing Ghoſts amid their lone abode. 

Or oft by peacocks drawn in ambient air, 

Wild as a tempeſt ruſh'd her rapid car. 

To diſtant climes on wings of thought would ſtray, 
Or in the Northern lights amuſive play. 

Gay were her ſteps, when earth became her care; 
Eaſe mov'd her limbs and all her form was fair. 
Her robe, dyed in the rainbow, at each view, 


With varied tiflue ſhone and colours new. 


It chanc'd as once, the nymph, intent to ſtray, 
Walk'd forth to taſte the ſweets of blooming May, 
Genius, the eldeſt born of Light, ſurvey'd | 
The various beauties of the matchleſs maid. 

High on a mountain's top he fat and ſaw, 


The light fantaſtic nymph her figures draw, 


And give a varied grace to all below. 


Love 
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(.s ) 
Love in the inſtant all his boſom fir'd, 
And playing there each tender wiſh inſpir d. 
A veil of ſilver light his figure bound, 
And circling rays of gold his temples crown'd. 
Lit in the ſun, a torch his hand ſuſtain'd, 
The emblem of the pow'r, which he maintain'd. 
When touch'd by this, the ſoul aſcends on high 
And dull obſtructions yield, though loth to fly, 
And vainly gainſt its ſpeed their weight apply. 
Looſe were his limbs, by no cloſe garments brac'd ; 
Too amply ſpreading wings his ſhoulders grac'd. 
With theſe, through Heav'n he ſtretch'd his bolder flight, 
Or pierc'd in central earth, the depths of night. 
Beyond the ſun his courſe would oft aſpire, 
Swift as the meſſage of electric fire. | 


Wiſdom was his ; yet his ambitious mind, 


Diſdain'd by vulgar laws to be confin'd. 
And what, perhaps, much more might pleaſe the fair, 


Beauty his form adorn'd and grace his air. 


Soon to the nymph he made his paſſion known; 

Nor loth the nymph an equal flame to own. 

Not long when both were pleas'd, nor hecded law, 

Delay or form, the hours pf courtſhip ſaw, | The 
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The nuptial rites perform'd, then Fancy's cave 


A bleſt retreat to happy Genius gave. 


Three females ſoon this haſty union crown'd, 

In whom the parents ſeveral taſtes were found ; 

The Mother's lively turn and warm deſire, 

The Father's ſtrenuous pow'rs and native fire. 

Yet theſe as ripen'd more in age they grew, 

By various Genius led, did various paths purſue. 
They left their parents cave and ſought for fame, 
Reſoly'd to viſit men and gain a name, | 
The elder, full of ſome divinity, 

In a fine phrenzy roll'd her ſpeaking eye, 

And Poetry her name; of nature's face 

She mark'd each wonder, and obſerv'd each grace. 
Oft wander'd bold, on tow'ring mountains high, 
And ey'd the eagle's courſe throughout the ſky. 
Trod o'er the precipice and nodding brow, ' 

Where pines 'mid ſnows and froſts immortal grow. 
Sometimes the flow'ry vale ſhe muſing ſought, 
Wrapt in ſome future tale or breathing thought ; 
To ſee what flow'rs the hand of chance had thrown, 
Or how the dew-fed buds had daily grown. 
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(251 
In Mid-day hours ſhe ſtray'd by paſtoral ſtreams, 


And courted in the ſhade fantaſtic dreams; 

While rapid heat unbrac'd the nerves of toil, 

And murm'ring bees purſued their daily ſpoil. 

On Leiſure's lap her liſtleſs limbs ſhe threw, 
While ſleep ſhed o'er her lids its freſh'ning dew. 
Sometimes ſhe bound with garlands gay her hair, 
And made the fleecy flock her daily care. 

Then bore from ſtormy ſkies the tender lamb, 

Or nurs'd the kid, or fed the careful dam. 

Snatch'd from the wolf if e'er a lamb ſhe found, 
Took to her arms the young and nurs'd the wound. 
Dropt for its hapleſs fate a tender tear ; 

For all that mercy lov'd to her was dear ! 

Did a fond youth e'er woo a gentle maid ? 

She lent her aid and artleſs verſe eſſay d; 

Taught love in ſweetly melting lines to flow, 

And ardent thoughts in burning words to glow. 
Did e'er an hapleſs ſhepherd ſadly prove, 

The cruel pangs of diſappointed love ? 

She ſtrew'd his pallid corpſe with flow'ry rites, 
And mourning watch'd his tomb in hallow'd nights. 

With 
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With verſes rude ſhe deck'd his carly grave, 

That ſooth'd the ſhade, which they were vain to fave. 
Or if ſucceſsful love a virgin led, 
To grace a favour'd ſhepherd's chaſter bed, 

She form'd ſome little poſy, which might ſerve 


Fidelity to waken and preſerve. 


But rude as yet and ſmall her youthful ſkill 


Supplied the want of art, by ready will. 


The imitative arts another lov'd ; 
Painting her name,—yet wild and unimprov'd. 
And oft the ſhadow of her ſiſter's face, 


Would ſhe upon the ſunny mountain trace. 


/ 


A ſimple artleſs outline firſt ſhe drew, 
Till practis'd more the ſwelling features grew. 
Sometimes from flow'rs expreſs'd the rip'ning juice, 
And kept the glowing tint for future uſe. 
Sometimes ſhe ſearch'd the mountain's cavern'd ſide, 
And ochres ſought and various min'rals tried. 
Twas her delight the landſcape's face to view, 
And note each feature bold, or ſoft, or new ; 
To mark how diſtance faded from the ſight, 
And ſhade encreas'd the brilliance of the light. 

To 
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A fount ſhe ſought, where ſhady boughs enwreath'd, 


That look'd tranſparency and coolneſs breath'd. 
There found a moſſy couch and ſtooping low, 
Intent admir'd the pictur'd form below. 

Pleas'd to behold each mild, each winning grace, 
That turn'd her features, or illum'd her face; 
The poliſh'd front, the eye's celeſtial blue ; 

The crimſon mix'd with ev'ry ſofter hue ; 

Smile, anſwer'd ſmile, as ſweet expreſſion grew. 
So o'er the ſtream, that ſlowly, ſmoothly glides, 
The primroſe views it's image in the tides ; 

Still bends in conſcious pride, from day to day, 
And gazing waſtes its little life away. 

A grot ſhe found, within whoſe depths of night, 
Through a ſmall op'ning peep'd ſome rays of light. 
A rock was oppoſite, whoſe ſurface clean, 


Receiv d reflection from th' external ſcene. 


Vet this but cold imperfect viſion gave, 


Within the dark receſſes of the cave. 
A thought occur'd to ſtain the ſides with white; 
And the gay moving objects grew more bright. 


Swift paſs'd the flying barks acroſs the ſea, 


(For deep the cavern was within a bay.) 
1 


The 
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The ſea- birds floated on the ſwelling wave 
Each nicer native mark, reflection gave; 

The ſun- beams glare, the waters reſtleſs ſtrife, 
And all the picture mov'd with ſceming life. 


The younger Siſter ſeldom pleaſure found, 
Save in the inviſible delights of ſound. 
Oft to the river's banks this nymph would go, 
And liſten to the murm'ring water's flow : 
Where o'er the pebbles muſical and gay, 
The ſportive ſtream purſued its buſy way. 
And from the reeds a ſimple pipe ſhe made, 
Which ſweetly utter'd, what ſhe ſweetly play'd. 
When ev'ning's hour of peaceful reſt appear d, 
And painful toil kind relaxation cheer'd, 
To her wild muſic round a fav'rite tree, 
Came forth blithe youth, from arduous labour free. 
While age, that view'd the pleaſures of the dance, 
Forgot obtruſive care's too ſure advance; 
Recall'd more joyous days; while vigour new, 
And renovated youth in fancy grew. 
A moment paus'd ; and with a deep-fetch'd ſigh, 
Complain'd of fleeting Time's inconſtancy; 

Talk'd 
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Talk'd of the hours, which once delight could give, 


In pleas'd remembrance ſeem'd again to live; 
Then join'd the ſprightly dance, though bow'd by years, 


And loſt in ſhort oblivion all its cares. 


If conſtant youth, by kind conſent repaid, 

The bliſs of Hymeneal "rites eſſay d; 

While roſy pleaſure gave to gladneſs birth, 

Her cheerful warbling heighten'd harmleſs mirth. 
Had bells as now been known, with much delight, 
Her ear the village tow'r might oft invite ; 

As o'er ſome ſmooth and widely ſpreading lake, 
The wings of ſound ſweet modulation take, 

Yet oft would ſhe walk forth, at break of day, 

To hear the early lark's aſcending lay, 


When on the wings of morn, and cloath'd in light, 


He tun'd his track, beyond the ſtretch of ſight 
The pathleſs air with grateful praiſes fill'd, 
And in the eye of heav'n moſt richly trill'd. 


Then ſoothing ev'ning call'd to ſolitude, 


Mid dreary dells and tangled foreſts rude. 
There the bold thruſh her fix'd attention drew, 


That round the wood his notes melodious threw. 


And 
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And the ſhy blackbird, penſive and alone, 


Taught Echo how to imitate his moan. 


When ſlow- pac'd night embrown'd each fading field, 7 


And toil to ſleep's approach was pleas'd to yield, 
Oft would ſhe liſten to the plaintive ſound 


Of nightingales, while all was tranquil round, 


Who told to ſympathetic ears their tale, 1 
And night—fit hour for thoſe, who woe bewail ! k 4 
Mean time the moon, more ſeeming filence made, A 
And filver'd all the brooding wings of ſhade. 

A tuneful lyre, but yet moſt ſimply ſtrung, | 


In careleſs pride, on her fair ſhoulders hung. 8 
It chanc'd as once the nymph fatigu'd with play, 
And liſt'ning, on a bank of violets lay, 

A wand'ring Zephyr touch'd the trembling ſtrings, 
And bruſh'd ſoft muſic from his wanton wings. 


Pleas'd with the ſound, the nymph her lyre confin'd, 


Where through a paſſage ruſh'd the hollow wind, 
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Within a crevic'd rock; and inſtant roſe 
Such notes, as might a dying ſoul compoſe. 
In viſionary thought all heav'n was ſeen ; 


Bliſs ſtole the ſenſe, or ſooth'd to peace ſerene. 
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Then almoſt loſt the dying ſtrains withdrew; 


Then ſwelling full, again more rapt'rous grew. 


Above all art, as wildeſt fancy play'd, 


Immortal ſounds, celeſtial airs convey'd. 


CANTO 


| CANT O the Second. 


N ſuch purſuits the Nymphs found ſole employ ; 
Theſe all their ſtudy ; theſe alone their joy. 


And long o'er ev'ry imple ruſtic ſwain, 


They proudly hop'd their empire to maintain. 


Reſpondant love their boſoms never knew ; 


No rural courtſhip could their hearts ſubdue ; 


Till three, congenial Youths, at length appear'd, 1 1 

For ſkill and won'drous excellence rever'd. 1 

By all the villagers, above the reſt, 1 

Their dext'rous feats, ſuperior were confeſt. 9 

Firſt Art his pow'rs to Poetry applied, 9 

I0 win the nymph, each care aſſiduous tried. 1 

f 74 : Great was his ſkill, with heav'nly ſpirit fraught ; 3 
; Convenience, elegance, and rule he taught. L 

1 He firſt gave uſeful laws to wand'ring man, 3 
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And from the ſavage form'd the ſocial plan; 
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Diſorder quell'd, all ruder manners tam'd; 
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Invented inſtitutes and morals fram'd. 
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He drew the monſter from his deſart cave, 
And wider views to minds ennobled gave. 
Then poliſh'd life was known and cities grew, 
And character diſtinctive markings knew. 
War was no longer artleſs force; but ſkill 
And diſcipline taught cruel means to kill. 
Defence found ſafety in protecting arms, 


And trumpets rous'd to regular alarms, 


He taught the nymph to move with ſmoother grace, 
Confin'd her flights, and rectified her pace; 

Shap'd her rude thoughts by nicely faſhion'd rules, 
And fix'd the principles of embryo ſchools, 

Then breath'd, in meaſur'd words, the thought divine, 
Or ſoftly flow'd in ev'ry poliſh'd line. 

The Scenic Muſe with pointed ſatire pain'd, 

And for a maſk her face with lees diſtain'd,* 

Thence. Tragedy aſſum'd a ſtately tread, 


And wore victorious garlands on her head. 


Next careful Induſtry fair Painting lov'd, 


Tried winning arts, and was by her approv'd. 


* Perunth fæcibus ora. HoraAces. 


His 


1 5 ' 


His eyes e'er lov'd the ground; his pace was flow, 
And muſing ſtudy fat upon his brow. 

By patience, he the ſavage beaſt could tame, 

And Strength, the child of Temp'rance, knit his frame. 
All idle ſports he ſcorn'd ; all ſloth diſdain'd ; 
Him vacant leiſure more than labour pain'd. 
Before the ſun, he climb'd, with active feet, 

Fair blooming health, upon the hills to meet. 
Short reſt he knew ; and by the taper's light, 
Conſum'd in ſtudies deep the thoughtful pight. 
He taught by rules to meaſure time's ſwift ſpeed, 


And ſhew'd how perſeverance might ſucceed. 


Then next, Neceflity his paſſion breath'd ; 
Concordant Muſic ſoon his vows receiv'd. 
Hard was his fate, on mountains rudely bred, 
The rock his cradle ; clouds enwrapt his head. 
His garb was humble—yet his looks reveal'd, 
A worth, by adverſe fortune ill conceal 'd. 
Through all diſguiſe his ardent ſpirit ſhone, 
And nice Perfection mark'd him for her own. 
Invention ever did his ſteps attend, 


And Labour prov'd his beſt, his conſtant friend. 


Theſe 


. 


1 


Theſe ſev' ral Pow'rs an eaſy union found, 
And mutual faith their mutual wiſhes crown'd, 


Soon as the days of tranſport could ſubſide, 


And love flow'd equal in a ſmoother tide, 


They all reſolv'd in wider ſpace to rove, 
To wander far and natural taſte improve. 


On this intent, they choſe a diff rent road, 
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And fix'd an hour to join the ſame abode. 


Their devious paths, we need not long purſue; 
Wearied and diſappointed ſoon they grew. 
Art ſtroll'd with Poetry; but in their way, 
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| The flow'ry vale of eaſe and plenty lay; 
I Mirth fill'd the night, and pleaſure rul'd the day. 
4 Diſtracted thus by joys, nor Art could teach ; 
1 Nor to perfection idle Genius reach. 
7 To no fix'd point their views were long confin'd, 


For diſſi pation enervates the mind! 
And they by yielding loſt; by bliſs perplex'd, 
In raptures whirl'd, and in repentance vext. 


From day to day ſchemes of amendment paſt; 


Vet ev'ry day was fruitleſs as the laſt. 


C No 


| ( 18 ) 


No greater ſhare had Painting of ſucceſs ; 


Nor were her faults or difficulties leſs. 1 
With Induſtry, in vain, the hourly toil'd; | b 
For want of Art, her ruder labours ſpoil'd. 
Diſdaining pleaſure, yet no praiſe ſhe knew, 
For {kill ne'er ſmil'd upon the works ſhe drew. 


Nor proſper'd Muſic more, tho' urg'd by want; © 
1 When abſent Art no friendly aid could grant. ; 
Her modulation weak; her voice tho' clear; q 


1 A ſimple ſtrain, that ſuited ſimple ear! ; | 


[il Soon as the appointed day for all arriv'd, 1 


5 | To ſhew, how by improvement each had thriv'd, 
1 . s 2 ; | 

| They met ;—but in their looks was anxious care, 
i 


And o'er a joyleſs banquet reign'd deſpair. 
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ö l | And many a future plan they form'd in vain, 


19 For in each ſcheme they read but only pain. I 
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At length, it was propos'd to viſit Fate; 
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4 To learn their fortunes, and their woes relate. 


Then to his dark abode their ſteps they bend, 
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Their cares at once to own, and doubts to end. 


An hundred gates of wrought and maſly braſs, 
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Acceſs forbad and hinder'd to repaſs. 
| | Aloud 
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1 
Aloud they knock'd, and ſhook the outmoſt door; 


When deep- voic'd thunder rais'd an horrid roar. 
Long were they doom'd, in vex d ſuſpenſe, to wait 
While ſlow Delay unbar'd each double gate. 

Then wide they ſpread, and as the gueſts were paſt, 
Each on it's ſcreaming hinges clos'd as faſt. 

While Echo, frighted at the horrid din, 

Ran ſhrieking, through the cavern's ſides within. 
Long was their courſe through many a mazy way, 
Where doubt diſtracted, light refus'd it's ray. 
This paſs'd, at length they reach the hall of ſtate, 
Where ſat involv'd in clouds, relentleſs Fate. 
Their dark'ning veil aſide he inſtant threw, 

And every ſterner feature ſoon they knew, 

High on a rock his throne, whoſe baſe unmov'd, 
No force of thunder ſhook, no earthquake prov'd. 
Eternal ice ſpread freezing all around, 

Locks, bolts and knotted chains beſtrew'd the ground. 
The pregnant hours, faſt flutt'ring at his feet, 
Expecting his commands, in order wait. 

veaſons and years, impatient youth and age, 


And ev'ry form of life's unſtable ſtage. 


Time 


WE 
Time too, with equal pace, e'er known to move, 
Deaf to the call of pain, or bliſs, or love; 


Who never turns his rigid face behind, 


But ever haſtes, remorſeleſs, and unkind. 


Their buſineſs known, and all their hiſt'ry told, 
Fate paus'd, as flow his purpoſe to unfold. 
Then utt'ring with a firmer tone, his plan, 


The pray'r-unheeding Pow'r his ſpeech began. 


«« Your ſeparate labours ne'er ſucceſs has crown'd ; 


% But various paths have diſappointment found. 
« Then thus reſolv'd, I fix my ſure decree ; 
«© That while apart, ſucceſs ye never ſee. 

« Each Art, that would to eminence attain, 
Shall not alone the lofty ſummit gain; 

« But of conjunctive powers demand the aid, 
And by aſſiſtance mutual be repaid, 

«« Neceſſity ſhall look to heights ſublime, 


And Induſtry make ſmooth the ſteps, to climb. 


Art ſhall it's ſtores of uſeful knowledge give, 
And bid in every work perfection live.“ 


He ſpoke—and forth he drew a ſpreading roll ; 


Of ample ſize, and rich with many a ſcrowl. 


Aſbeſtos 


( 21 ) 


Aſbeſtos form'd the leaves ; ſafe from decay, 


From eating fire, and from the inſect's prey. 
His fix'd decree he wrote with pen of gold, 
And juice of amaranth his purpoſe told. 


Then in a box of adamant, he plac'd 


The book, in which his law was fairly trac'd. 
In a deep cell, an hundred locks ſecur'd, 


What e'en the tooth of time has ſtill endur'd, 


CANTO 


( 22 ) 


CANT O the Third. 


HUS ſpoke the mighty Power ; but as he ſaw, 
Painful dejection in each viſage grow, 
He wiſh'd the enliv'ning beams of hope to raiſe, 
To feed their vigour, and afford them eaſe. 
For once the fruits of this my fix'd decree, 
Each Nymph ſhall by anticipation ſee.” 
Thus ſpeaking, Fate a magic glaſs diſplay'd, 
Where they their future fortunes all ſurvey'd. 
Moving within, through many a ſhifting ſcene, 


As in a Theatre, events were ſeen. 


Firſt Poetry beheld: with much ſurpriſe, 

She ſaw a landſcape ſpread before her eyes. 

Varied and glorious was the extenſive ſcene ; 

Mountains and rocks, and vallies warm 8 

Here woodland, grove, or wide extended plain; 

There roll'd it's azure wave the fretful main. 

Here flocks, that cloath'd with white the hill's ſteep ſide, 


There a bold river's full meand'ring tide, 


Here 


( 23 ) 
Here depth of ſhade ; there light's refulgent glow ; 


— 


There chryſtal fountains mur'muring as they flow, 


And trees refreſh'd, upon their banks that grow. 


At diſtance firſt, ſhe many ſhapes deſcried, 

Like airy viſions lightly ſeen to glide ; 

But as their vapoury ſubſtance met the day, 

The fading forms were found to melt away. 

With garlands green, each gayly crown'd his head, 
Whoſe name in golden letters there, ſhe read ; 
Made though in furtheſt diſtance, clear to ſight ; 
Fair as the wand'ring planets of the night. 

To them, that ancient and that rever'nd name, 


The only trace, which Time allow'd their fame. 


But nearer ſome, within the landſcape drew ; 

Their forms diſtinct, their actions plain to view. 
Conſpicuous one, and bright above the reſt, 

The Father#* of his art by all confeſt. 

Blind as he was, the Muſes by his ſide, 

Whiſper'd kind words, and deign'd his ſteps to guide, 


Grand 


* Homer is univerſally conſidered as the Father of Epic Poetry, which is the- 


moſt noble effort of invention, 


( 24 ) 


Grand was his port, and as he boldly trod, 


With ſmiles aſſenting Heav'n was ſeen to nod. Y 
Before his ſteps created forms aroſe, 7 
Arms frown'd on arms, and marſhall'd foes on foes. WW 


The battle rag'd ; and o'er the ſandy plain, 
An Hero's chariot dragg'd an Hero ſlain. 
In vain the royal Mother's tears lament, 


Or aged Sire bemoans the dire event. ; 


His Country's Guardian near the city walls, 4 
Yields to relentleſs fate, and nobly falls. 3 
The Gods contending fill the thund'ring ſkies ; 1 
Till Troy —unhappy Troy -in ruin lies. 4 f 
Now walks with ſtately air, a form divine, A 1 
Of Jewiſh race, and of the royal line. | 4 9 
An Angel bends his boſom to inſpire, N 3 


His lips, who touches with celeſtial fire.“ 


Lo 


* Ifaiah, the firſt of the Prophets, both in order and dignity, abounds in ſuch tranſ- 
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cendant excellencies, that he may be properly ſaid to afford the moſt perfect model 4 

of the prophetic poetry, He is at once elegant and ſublime, forcible and ornamented ; 4 ; 
Y 

he unites energy with copiouſneſs, and dignity with variety. In his ſentiments there 2 


is uncommon beauty and energy; and not withſtand.ng the obſcurity. of his ſubject, a 
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ſurpriſing 


1 
Lo Babylon !—of ſevenfold walls how proud ! 


He threats—and all her nodding tow'rs are bow'd ! 


In horrid waſte, the glorious ruin lies, 


Where viols joy'd the ſhrieking bittern cries. 

On Tyre then falls the Providential threat ; 

In fleets mercantile rich, in traffic great. 

He ſpeaks ;—no fleet within the harbour rides 
Sole in his bark the wretched fiſher glides ! 

He treads ; and ſtraight a ſudden verdure grows, 
And the dry deſart bloſſoms as the roſe. 

A child a lion leads, in flow'ry bands, 

And infants ſerpents ſmooth, with unharm'd hands, 
A God |! the prophet cries | the woods reply, 
And lo! a croſs refulgent gilds the ſky ! 


Around till ſupernatural viſions play, 
While floods of light give tenfold force to day. 


D High 


ſurpriſing degree of clearneſs and fimplicity, The ſaying of Exckiel may be properly 
applicd to this prophet : | 


Thou art the confirmed exemplar of meaſures; 


“Full of wiſdom and perfect in beauty,” 
| Lowth's Lectures, 


( 26 ) 
High rides a prophet in a fiery car,* 


And threatens nations with immortal war. 
Seraphs and Cherubs beam in ſplendid blaze, 
And fres celeſtial ſhed conſuming rays. 


A mournful ſound now fills her raviſh'd ears ! 
Who ſighs ſo loud ? Who ſtreams that fount of tears ? 
The plaintive prophet, that all joy foregoes, 


And only loves to weep for Sion's woes. 


High on a mountain's top, a winged horſe, 
Bore one bright form and panted for the courſe. 
Then 


* Ezekiel is much inferior to Jeremiah in elegance; in ſublimity he is not even ex- 
celled by Iſaiah ; but his ſublimity is of a totally different kind, the only ſenſation 
he affects to excite is the terrible; his ſentiments are elevated, fervid, full of fire, 
indignant ; his imagery crouded, magnificent, terrific ; his language is pompous, 


ſolemn, auſtere, rough, and at times unpoliſhed, 
Lowth's Lectures. 


} The character of Jeremiah is an union of the tender with the ſublime, His Poetry 
is chiefly of the Elegiac kind, Of the Lamentations, Dr, Lowth ſays, © there is not 
extant any poem, which diſplays ſuch a happy and ſplendid ſelection of imagery in 
ſo concentrated a ſtate,” 


Lectures. 
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( 27 ) 
Then forth he ruſh'd, with wild impetuous flight, 
And vaniſh'd melting in the ſolar light.* 


A theatre it's noble pomp diſplays, 

And two before the ſcene demand the bays. 
Applauſe alternate gives the Tragic crown, 
While million hearers lift to fair renown. 
For majeſty the one and fire is rais'd 

The next for nature and for moral prais'd. 
The firſt exalts and dignifies the ſoul ; 

The laſt brings frequent tears at pity's call. 


The 


* Pindar is the Maſter of Lyric Poetry: there is, however, an indiſtintneſs in his 
ſplendour, Longinus ſays, ſpeaking of him, and Sophocles, that they carry every 
thing before them, like a rapid fire, though ſometimes that fire is unexpectedly and 
unaccountably quenched, 
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Quintilian ſavs, that Sophocles and Euripedes, have far excelled Æſchylus in Tra- 
gedy. The character of tneſe rival poets is very aiſtinct. The former is ſublime 
and correct; the latter mixes more tenderneſs with his dignity. The praiſe be- 
ſtowed on Sophocles by the anc ents, is very general, and Quintilian aſſerts, that 


Euripides charms ail, when he would raiſe the paſſions, and that when he would 


excite pity, he is inimitable, 


( 28 ) 1 


The Nymph then ſaw an old man's form advance, 3 . 
And join the graces in the ſprightly dance. | ? 
Chee: ful his look, his filver hairs were few, | ND q a 
Half by a crown of roſes hid from view. A 
A faithful dove, —impatience on its wings, 

Swift, thro' the yielding air, a letter brings. | 
The pleaſing meſſage made the old man ſmile : 
For female charms could till his heart beguile! | 
Then perch'd the bird to hear his maſter play, I 
And on the lyre delighted, flept away. ö 
A piping ſwain beneath a breezy pine, ; 
Encircl'd fat, with goats and lowing kine ; 4 f 
While liſt'ning herdſmen to his ſtrains drew near, | 
Well pleas'd the tale of ruſtic loves to hear.“ | 3 


Where 


+ The Lyric Poetry of Anacreon, is extremely beautiful and exquiſite of its kind, 
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It is to be regretted, that it ſhould ſometimes be employed on unworthy ſubje&s, 
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Even Ovid oblerves, 
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& Quid nifi cum multo Venerem confundere vino, 


Præcipit lyrici Teia muſa ſenis ?” 
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* Theocritus is the Father of Paſtoral Poetry, His ſimplicity is natural, unaffefted, 


and unrivalled, 
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( 29 ) 


Where late, the Father of his art had mov'd, 
By Deities and men at once approv'd. 

A modeſt youth began his ſteps to trace; 
Whoſe air was eaſe, and inexpreſſive grace. 
Smooth as he went, he gave his flocks to feed, 
While dulcet meaſures breath'd his oaten reed, 


Fair Amaryllis echoes thro' the groves, 


Or Dido's fate the ſoul of pity moves.* 


Beneath, where he who rul'd the winged horſe, 
Ruſh'd on the aſcending ſun with rapid courſe ; 
One ſteady eye his diſtant track purſu'd, 


And utt'ring ſmoother lays, intently view'd. 
| Then 


* Virgil evidently follows Homer, Of a Poet, ſo well known, it is uſeleſs to ſay 


much. His gracefulneſs and poliſhed elegance are eminent in the higheſt degree. 


+ Horace confeſſes himſelf an imitator of the Lyric Poetry of Pindar. If he has leſs 


of impetuoſity, he is always ſure to pleaſe more. He has himſelf drawn a parellel 
on the occaſion, with great modeſty, | 


Multa Dirczum levat aura cycnum 
Tendit, Antoni, quoties in altos 
Nubium tractus. Ego apis Matinæ 
More modoque 
Grata carpentis thyma per laborem 
Plurimum, circa nemus uvidique 
Tiburis ripas, operoſa parvus 
Carmina fingo. Ode in Pindarum. 
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Then fat him down beneath a ſhady tree, 

And gave the paſſing hours to wit and glee. 
His brow and bowl, a roſy chaplet crown'd, 
While rich libations fed the thirſty ground, 

He call'd his friends, the purple wine to ſhare, 


And waſte in mirth the fear of future care. 


An amorous youth# of tender paſſions ſung, 

And then his lyre to ſtrains triumphant ſtrung. 
And as he play'd, freſh from the teeming earth, 
Strange Metamorphoſe ſtarted into birth. 

A flying maid became a verdant tree, 

Fair Dryads fill'd the woods, and Nymphs the ſea. 
His dart too ſure, an huſband's tears bemoan 


And there a mournful mother wept to ſtone. 


"Theſe paſs'd—and in a rich romantic wild, 
Alone ſtray'd careleſs Nature's favourite child. 
Sometimes 
* Ovid is the maſter of love among the ancients, Had he lived in a more refined 


age, his ſentiments would have been, perhaps, more delicate, 


{ Shakeſpeare is deſcribed by Dr. Johnſon, in a very comprehenſive manner, 
«© When Learning's triumph o'er her barbarous foes, 
&« Firſt rear'd the Stage, immortal Shakeſpeare roſe ; 
& Each change of many-colour'd life he drew, 


% Exhauſted worlds, and then imagin'd new.” 
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Sometimes his path o'er rugged mountains lay, 


Or fragrant flowers beſtrew'd his humbler way, 
Where'er his ſteps inclin'd, with magic rare, 
New beings peopled all the crouded air. 

Borne on the whirlwind high, each ghaſtly form, 
Of haggard witches rul'd the angry ſtorm ! 
There a wild monſter curs'd his heavy load, 

And there with printleſs feet light fairies trod ; 
Save where in circles dancing with their queen, 
Their airy meaſures mark'd a ringlet green. 

A King, —while madneſs racks his tortur'd brains 
Of filial cruelty, to ſtorms complains. 

A love-ſtruck maid, diſtracted too appears, 


And calls from ev'ry eye reſiſtleſs tears. 


A figure next depriv'd of bleſſed fight, 


Plains with the nightly bird the loſs of light.* 
Yet 


© ® The characteriſtick quality of Milton is ſublimity. He ſometimes deſcends to the 
elegant, but his element is the great. He can occaſionally inveſt himſelf with grace 
but his natural port is gigantic loftineſs. Algarotti terms it, giganteſca ſublimita 


Miltoniana, He can pleaſe when pleaſure is required; but it is his peculiar power 
to aſtoniſh, 


Johnſon's Lives of the Poets. 


(4-7) 


Yet to his raptur'd fancy Heav'n expands, 7 ; 
And glorious Seraphs ſtand in marſhall'd bands. J : 
The ſoul of muſic raviſhes his ears, F 
And God, veil'd but in light, himſelf appears. | 4 | 


Hell envious frowns ; and with the frown, it's fire, 


Sinks into horrid night and would expire, 


With open front, while Genius touch'd his ſoul, 
Came one who felt of want, the hard controul.* 


Yet ſtill, like winter ſprings beneath the ſnows, 


A genial heat his ardent boſom knows. 
Had he to moral laws but rev'rence paid, 2 

| A 
How might his lays have giv'n to virtue aid! 2 


Next one appears, whoſe fainting ſteps are led, 


While ev'ry grace ſupports his aching head ; . 
Or on a bank he ſits for frequent eaſe ; : ; 
Where thymy fragrance feeds the mur'ming bees. 3 


Of ſickneſs much he feels the cheerleſs pow'r ; 


But claflic taſte relieves each heavy hour. | 
He 


* It is to be lamented, that ſo fine a Genius as that of Dryden, ſhould be employed · 
too often on unworthy objects. But he ſeems to have wanted that firmneſs of 
principle, which would have preſerved him in the cauſe of virtue, amidſt the 
difireſſes of poverty. 


= 


(238 1 
He liſp'd in numbers, gain'd their higheſt praiſe ; 


The unrivall'd rhyming monarch of his days. 
He gave the brighteſt poliſh verſe can *now.+F 


The channel trac'd and taught the ſtream to 3ow. 


His lines melodious melt upon the ear, 


Smooth without dullneſs; without weakneſs clear, 


Next walks a gen'rous ſwain, who as they change, 
Delights through ev'ry ſcaſon's round to range. 
With true poetic fire inſpir'd* he fings ; 

What joys the early budding ſeaſon brings; 

How ſummer feeds the bloſſoms of the roſe; 
How rich in tints ripe Autumn gaudy glows : 
How loſt in gath'ring ſnow, the traveller mourns ; 


Sighs for his diſtant home ;—but ne'er returns. 


E <— What 


New ſentences and new images others may produce, but to attempt any further 
improvement of verſification, will be dangerous, Art and diligence have now 
done their beſt, and what ſhall be added will be the effort of tedious toil and need- 


leſs curioſity, 
Johnſon's Life of Pope. 


* Thompſon thinks always as a man of genius; he looks reund on Nature and on 
life, with the eye, which Nature beſtows only on the poet. 
Johnlon's Lives of the Poets. 
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What means that troop ? ſaid Poetry to Fate, 
In whole proud train, the ſons of Genius wait? 
* Some Poets, as they paſs them, humbly bow; 
«© While ſome refuſe their proffer'd help to know.” 


Thus Fate replied. ** Poor merit muſt demand 
«© The tavouring help of fortune's pow'rful hand. 
* Thoſe then are Patrons. Some thro' ſelfiſh pride 
The fruits of happier genius would divide. 

* Both borrow'd fame and fawning flattery hire, 
« And thus an artificial name acquire. 

« Fortune her fickle gifts on fools beſtows, 

Or ſpoils the ſoil, on which her bounty grows. 
* But as exalted minds to ſtoop diſdain, 

* True greatneſs loves true merit to ſuſtain. 
Not all the wiſe can bend to flattery's arts; 
Nor all the great poſſeſs ignoble hearts! 


© Thoſe next are men, the peſt of future days, 
„Who by condemning, only hope for praiſe. 

% Conſcious, that they the prize can ne'er attain, 
© They ſee all excellence with ſecret pain. 


*© Theſe are falſe Critics call'd—tremendous name! 


They ſicken at the ſofteſt breath of fame. < 
| | *« Hating 
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« Hating all living worth, no praiſe beſtow, 

« And credit only to the dead allow. 

« So trembling at the gale, the aſpen lives, 

« And to the ſun it's whiter ſurface gives. 

« Yet ſome true Critics mal indeed ariſe; 

„Try by juſt laws ; judge with unpartial eyes. 

« By native, unaffected taſte be known, 

« And from congenial feeling merit own.” 

He ſpoke, and ſhook his glaſs ;z—no longer bright, 
The glitt'ring viſions vaniſh'd into night. 


CANTO 


( 


CANT O the Fourth. 


— 


HEN Painting look'd ; joy ſparkles in her eyes, 


In ſemblance as her future actions riſe, 
There taſteful pictures crouds of artiſts trac'd, 
Tho' envious Time their labour'd works defac'd. 
At firſt the miele light repos'd with ſhade ; 
But oft'ner touch'd the lifeleſs colours fade. 

One Grecian Maſter ſhone, above the reſt, 

And hiſtory's truth Apelles' ſkill expreſs'd. 

He ſhew'd the youthful victor of the world, 

His thunder-bolts, like Jove, who vainly hurl'd. 
An infant Hercules a ſecond drew, 

Who in his cradle mighty ſerpents flew. 

But when a ſhape groteſque his fancy fills, 
Convulſive laughter's burſt the painter kills. 

So Zeuxis died ;—as Fame reports, whoſe breath, 


To all the great attributes wond'rous death. 


Then Sculpture roſe, by active fire impell'd, 


And ſtruck with boldneſs and in grace excell'd. 


For 
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For motion inert ſtone appears to ſtrive, 

Tho' ſpeechleſs ſpeaking, and tho' dead alive. 
Here treach'rous Time obtains no eaſy prey, 
The marble ſcorns his pow'r from day to day. 
While furious force and brawny ſtrength engage 
Two heroes one eternal conteſt wage. 

Stout Hercules Antzus ſtruggling holds ; 
Lifts from the earth, and in his arms enfolds. 
The God by more than human vigour known, 
And the grim giant dying ſeems to groan. 
Apollo's youth defies corroding harms, 

And Venus ſtill diſplays unrivall'd charms. 


When theſe had vaniſh'd, came a younger race, 
Of fine expreſſion full, and matchleſs grace. 
Strong in conception and in colouring high, 

At once with varied excellence they vie. 

A city's pride the ſcenery beautifies, 

And architecture bold uſurps the ſkies. 

There once the maſters of the world were known, 
Till ſofter Genius call'd the place his own. 
There galleries ſhine, and palaces abound ; 


With beauty ſtrike, and with amaze confound. 


There 


4 


There hiſtory lives again her ſtories o'er, 


Array'd in pomp, in light, unknown before. 
The lively canvaſs burns with Rafaelle's fire, 
Or Titian's tints look clear, in rich attire. 

The landſcape gay in native ſplendour glows, 
Or imitative ſleeps in ſoft repoſe. 

There chaſtely Claude delineates claſſic views, 
And nature veils in pure etherial hues. 

Pouſſin in learning rich his ſcenes deſcribes ; 

In deſarts ſtray Salvator's plund'ring tribes. 
From humbler ſpots the modeſt Ryſdael draws, 
Led by Simplicity to fair applauſe. 
Tranſparent, ſoft, his falling waters glide, 
Daſh their rich foam and haſte their toiling tide. 


1 he ſcenery chang'd ; a Gothic Temple rear'd, 
It's walls majeſtic, and in gloom appear'd. 
Around, above, below the mimic ſtone, 

In glowing colours and in ſculpture ſhone, 
The faireſt ſpecimens of art invite, 

The wand'ring eye, and raviſhment excite. 
And as religion aſks the painter's aid, 


She looks in more engaging forms array'd, 


Here 


% 


(--.39 -} 


Here on the Virgin's knees the infant ſmil'd, 
His ſeeming innocence her cares beguil'd : 

She on the child beam'd looks of love intent, 
Maternal fondneſs mix'd with reverence bent. 
The pious Huſband bowing to adore, 

And awe-ſtruck Shepherds proſtrate on the floor. 
The Magi frankincenſe and gifts diſplay, 

And at the infant's feet their treaſures lay. 


High on the ſtoried window pictur'd art, 
The Sacred hiſtory's wond'rous deeds impart ; 
The Prophet ſpeaks, and the red ſea divides, 
The favour'd nation walks between it's tides, 
The impious hoſt purſues ; the waters cloſe ; 
Nature takes vengeance on it's Maker's foes. 
A rock he ſtrikes ; more ſoft and tender grown, 
Melts into flowing tears the obdurate ſtone. 
The vivid colours all tranſparent glow'd, 
And round a holy luſtre ſtreaming flow'd : 
Transfuſing clear the many tinted ray, 
Enrich'd and glorified the mellow day. 

Such light affords to Piety more awe, 

And ſheds celeſtial harmony below, 


The 


% 


'The canvaſs too with pureſt glories ſhone, 
Where great Meſſiah's miracles we own. | 'Y 
There the wiſe child with Doctors holds diſputes; 4 
There the entangling lawyers he confutes. 

There wildly waking from the gaping tomb, 
Behold to ſecond life, the ſleeping come! 

And as he heals the ſick or cures the blind, 

In colours glow the paſſions of the mind. 

The ſpeaking picture works a better cure, 

And cleanſes mental eyes from blindneſs pure. 
There on the croſs his bleeding limbs extend, 
And in his looks ſharp pain and patience blend. 
Vanquiſh'd at length he droops his fainting head, 


And joins in well mark'd agony the dead. — 
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Who ſees muſt feel contrition's ſorrows flow, 


While guilt upbraiding ſpeaks the cauſe of woe. 


Thoſe nails ſhall conſcience pierce that wound his fide ! 


And as the bloody ſtreams, faſt flowing glide, 


At once muſt penitence both weep and ſmile, 


And mercy mourn the means that reconcile, 


Yet. 


oy 


This pious uſe ſoon Superſtition® ſpoils, 


When Fraud and Avarice aſk the painter's toils. 
Blind Ignorance follows as the artful lead, 

And Prieſts for gain, not conſcience, form a Creed. 
There Saints in legendary trappings ſhine, 

Firſt holy made, and rival pow'rs Divine, 

There bends a proſtrate fool in uſeleſs pray'r, 


To thoſe, who ſeldom pray'd and cannot hear. 


Painting ſaw critics too, of envious ſoul, 

Who ſought a faulty part to blame the whole; 
To modern merit blind, to beauties cold ; | 
Delighted trivial errors to unfold. 

A tribe of connoiſſeurs behind them came, 
Who copies varniſh'd with an ancient name. 
The daubings filly ſons of Fortune bought, 
The praiſe of ſcience, who profuſely ſought. 


F The 


* There is ſomething noble in the idea of applying painting to the aid of devotion, 
Abſtract worſhip is ſo contrary to the habits of life, that the mind cannot be retain- 
ed in that ſtate, which it requires for any conſiderable ſpace of time. But tne 
abuſe of the application has been dangerous in promoting ſuperſtition, to which 


ignorance is naturally prone, 


„ 


The coſtly purchaſe decks the rural ſeat, 
The jeſt of all, who can detect the cheat. 
No pleaſure here, the vain poſſeſſors taſte, 
But money for a fancied credit waſte. 

E'en thoſe, who to ſuperior ſkill attain, 

And by true judgment fine collections gain, 
Tho' kind to merit, and the painter's friend, 
To cheriſh art their bounteous favour lend ; 
E'en thoſe the treaſur'd ſtores on terms diſplay, 
And for the treat the viſitant muſt pay. 

Ah! ſtain to greatneſs ! when for petty fees, 


The menial taxes, and the lord agrees. 


CANTO 


* 


( 


CANTO the Fiſth. 


HEN Muſic, in her turn, inſpects the glaſs, 
And ſees imperfect viſions quickly paſs. 
As on their lyres two radiant figures play d, 
Their ſprightly meaſures nature's works obey'd. 
The lion fierce and ſavage monſter wild, 
Grew tractable, and converſably mild. 
The rocks, the trees re-echoed to the ſound, 
And ſtrangely form'd a myſtic dance around. 
Obedient ſtone the moving numbers heard, 


Form'd into walls, and riſing 1 hebes appear'd. 


Soon theſe obſcurer viſions fink away, 

And clearer images their figns diſplay. 

A temple ſhone, in rich magnificence, 

Where ſumptuouſneſs had laviſh'd vaſt expence, 
The cunning carver's art exhauſted ſeem'd, 
Where ſolid gold in grand profuſion gleam'd. 
Cherubs ſurround the ark and hallow'd veil, 


And with their wings their awe-ſtruck eyes conceal ; 


Nor 
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Nor dare behold, within the ſacred ſhrine, 
The glorious preſence of the light Divine. 

A comely King, whoſe harp reſponſive rings, 
By Heav'n inſpir'd of heav'nly wonders ſings. 
Of many a woe, in mournful lays complains, 
For mercies paſt exalts his bolder ſtrains. 
Whole muititudes attune the anſw'ring voice, 


Weep in his woes, and in his joys rejoice. 


Twelve Tribes they are, the grateful ſong, who raiſe: 


The temple thunders with the hymns of praiſe. 


To later days the ſcene aſſumes a change, 
And Gothic pillars in long order range. 

A large Cathedral heaves it's roof on high ; 
A viſta's length the arches bend ſupply. 
Now ſwells the ſolemn organ rich and clear ; 


Now dies, in melting notes, upon the ear. 


The raviſh'd ſoul from ſenſual things would fly, 


And mount to better worlds in extaſy. 


More ſweetly moans deep penitence in pray'r ; - 


Thankſgivings too a richer off 'ring bear : 


While chaunting Angels join the awful ſound, 


And ſhed unſeen a breathing incenſe round, 


Raptur'd 
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Raptur'd Religion, Muſic thus employs, 
To give to Faith, the taſte of future joys, 


A field appear'd, with hoſtile troops in view ; 

They met and in embattled order drew. 

In dreadtul pauſe, fill filence held her breath, 

And ev'ry heart felt more than pangs of death, 

The trumpet calls ; inſpiring ardours riſe ; 

Courage anew the pow'rful voice ſupplies, 

The charging troops in mingled fight enyage ; 
Swords claſh with ſwords, and rage engenders rage, 
The ſpirit-ſtirring blaft arouſes War, 

And martial Furies wave their torches far. 
Unheard are groans ; unmark'd each deadly wound, 


And fear and pain in Clamour's diſcord drown'd. 


Muſic more kind attempers human life; 
Smooths all the ſoul, and ſtills the ſtorms of ſtrife. 
Paſſion it ſooths, and melts to mutual love, 


And makes our conquer'd feelings gently move. 


Within a palace, on a couch of ſtate, 


In thought profound, a mournful Monarch fat. 


With 


6 


With many a woe, faſt heav'd his labouring breaſt, 
Till lull'd by pleaſing ſounds he ſunk to reſt. 

Then ſumptuous banquets mirth and muſic ſhare, 
And happy youths ſelect the favourite fair. 

With niable feet the blooming nymphs advance, 
While eaſe and gladneſs lead the lightſome dance. 


Then humbler ſcenes the Magic glaſs pourtray'd ; 
A wretched hamlet ſtood forlorn, decay'd. 

There Labour toil'd, there Mis'ry coldly frown'd, 
And Poverty look'd chill upon the ground, 

But Ev'ning came, and on a graſſy plain, 

Feſtive and ſmiling trip'd the village train. 

Muſic awak'd the dance, and all forgot, 

The toils, the hardſhips of their lowly lot. 

By inſe&s ſtung a wounded peaſant lay ; 

Invok'd by friends, ſome rude muſicians play. 
They credulous thought—ſo concord can delight! 


Thoſe ſounds would cure the pois' nous inſect's bite. 


A Dungeon next it's gloomy ſhadows ſpread, 
And there a captive lean'd his weary head, 
One grated window gave a doubtful ray, 


And more than halt ſhut out the niggard day. 


With 
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Wich hope defer'd the victim's cheeks were pale, 
And his grey locks rude ſhatter'd in the gale. 
Age premature had plough'd his furrow'd face, 
And ev'ry touch of ſorrow left a trace. 

Full oft he figh'd ! full oft he wept aloud ! 


Then mus'd awhile! and then in filence bow'd ! 


Then ſeiz'd his Jute and ſtruck the trembling ſtrings, 


And conlolation ſpread her lightſome wings: 
His eyes with novel expectation gleam, 


And hope ſhot o'er his face a meteor's beam. 


In loſt diſtraction's whimſey dreſs, a maid 

Wild wand'ring, thoughtful and dejected ſtray'd. 
A wreath of weeping flow'rs her temples crown'd, 
Her robes with ſtraws, in ſtrangeſt fancy, bound. 
Long croſs'd in love, long broke by cheerleſs care, 
She gave to wanton winds her waving hair, 
And liv'd and ſlept beneath the open air. | | 
Anxious her brow, and reſtleſs roll'd her eye ! 

She mov'd, ſhe look'd, the child of Miſery ! 

All pitied, who beheld ;—ſo plainly ſeen, 

How beauteous once that face, that form had been ! 


Oft drop'd the tear; in broken accents fell 
The murmur'd tale, which paſſion could not tell. 


Then 


Then rough diſorder ſhook her tender frame, | | Y 
She loudly rav'd upon the darling name 7 
Of him, who faithleſs as the fleeting wind, 


( 48 ) 


Had left her arms, and ſtol'n her peace of mind. q 


Then would ſhe change to ſong ;—compoling airs, 


Grief ſoothing, gradual huſh'd her ſecret cares. 


She wip'd a ſolitary tear, and then 


Grew, by the ſoft'ning influence, calm again. 


The viſions clos'd ; but e'er the gueſts withdrew, 


In thunder's voice, ſpoke awful Fate anew. 
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Go Poetry, and claim unfading bays ! 

Be juſt, and ſhine in everlaſting lays ! 

Soften all rude, all boiſt'rous paſſions charm, 

Nourith true worth, and baneful guilt diſarm. 

Thro' thee ſhall freedom's cauſe the ſoul inſpire, 

Give manners birth, and feed with vital fire. 

Virtue thro' thee ſhall mortal days ſurvive, | | 4 
And be, tho' fading ages fail, alive. b 
G0 Painting, aid thy ſiſter art! and ſhew, 

Pictures of worth, in fine expreſſion's glow | 

Let buricd virtue, on the canvaſs bloom! 


O!] ſnaich the fair reſemblance from the 1 


10 


6 


* 


The look that fires, the charms that muſt decay 
« Preſerve, and envious ſpeed of Time delay. 


« Poſterity ſhall learn, and taught by thee 


* Feel emulation quicken as they ſee. 


© Thou Muſic—tho' leſs permanent thy pow'r, 
% Attemper life, and cheer each heavy hour | 


Thy Siſters ſave from death ; to thee is giv'n 
« While yet below to raiſe the ſoul to Heav'n. 


« Then join your pow'rs; move ever hand in hand, 


« And let ſmooth Art your ſeveral ſteps command. 


« Secure alone are ye from pleaſure's ſnare, 


When hard Neceſſity your lot ſhall ſhare.” 


6 


* 


Forth from his temple ſtraight in haſte they went, 


With joy enliven'd, and with hope content. 


Nor ſince has either Art ſucceſs deriv'd, 
When of its kind concomitants depriy'd. 
Neceſſity incites and each is found, 


By Induſtry and Science only crown'd. 
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CRUCIFIXION 


OF THE 


MESSIAH. 


paulo majora canamus 


Non omnes arbuſta juvant, humileſque myricæ. 


VIRGIL, 
Is any ſorrow like unto my ſorrow ? 
I JEREMIAH, 
4 HAT means that female troop, that mournful croud ? 
4 | Who ſigh ſo frequent, and lament fo loud? 
A Their breaſts, who beat, and rend their flowing hair? 


3 And fill with echoing groans the troubled air ? 
I | Behold the flow, the melancholy train! 
4 Who weeping wail their Saviour's toilſome pain | 
As to the mount he bears his croſs along, 
Forc'd and inſulted by the faithleſs throng. 
3 Meantime 


6330 


1H 


CRUCIFIXION 


OF THE 


MESSIAH. 


paulo majora canamus; 


Non omnes arbuſta juvant, humileſque myricæ. 
VIRGIL, 


Is any ſorrow like unto my ſorrow ? 


JEREMIAH, 


HAT means that female troop, that mournful croud : 
Who ſigh ſo frequent, and lament fo loud? 
Their breaſts, who beat, and rend their flowing hair ? 
And fill with echoing groans the troubled air ? 
Behold the flow, the melancholy train ! 
Who weeping wail their Saviour's toilſome pain |! 
As to the mount he bears his croſs along, 
Forc'd and inſulted by the faithleſs throng. 


Meantime 


Meantime foul Sin the load ſits preſſing down, 
And ghaſtly Death the victim deems his own. 


And now he hears the lamentable ſound ! 
The Saviour beams celeſtial looks around ! 
As in thoſe looks tranquillity they ſee, 
Awhile they ceaſe to ſigh, from ſorrow free. 
So rich in light the morning's rays ariſe ! 


And ſo from morning's rays dull darkneſs flies ! 


cc 


The patient ſufferer ſpeaks | your children's woes!“ 
Which ſoon, too ſoon, ſhall haſt'ning years diſcloſe ! 


-(: 34-9 


Weep not for me.“ Ye mournful women hear! 


But for yourſelves, your ch Idren drop the tear!“ 


When hoſtile troops (your city compalſs'd round) 
With native blood ſhall ſtain your holy ground. 
And the rack'd parent ſee her child new-born, 
From fond affection's nurſing boſom torn. 

Daſh'd on: the ſtone, the bleeding babe ſhall lie, 
And yield it's ſpirit, mounting to the ſky. | 

Which guardian Angels meet, conſign'd to teach 
It's infant wings the heav'ns high throne to reach: 
This world unknown, it finds a bleſt abode ; 
From guilt and miſery ſav'd; but giv'n to God. 


«© When 
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« When Famine's rage, with fix'd unpitying eye, 


* 


c 


Diſtracting ſenſe, bids nature's feelings die. 
« When by maternal hands, the child ſhall bleed, 


And on the life it gave mad Fury feed. 

% Mourn for yourſelves, no more for me complain 
&« For me ſhall mortal pity bleed in vain ! 

He is my ſhepherd, and I own his care, 

% Each ſecret thought, who knows, is ev'ry where. 
« Approv'd by him theſe pangs, theſe ſorrows right, 
«© Who rules in wiſdom and who reigns in might. 

« Content my heav'nly Father's will I knew, 


« And came on earth, content that will to do.“ 


Come! Holy Spirit! Come! With pow'r, deſcend ! 
Thy rapid courſe through realms celeſtial bend ! 

My humbler voice, my feebler ſong inſpire ! 

And warm my carthly ſoul, with purer fire 

In hallow'd ſtrains a mortal fears to ſing, 

And aſks for fancy's aid, a Seraph's wing. 

Wrapt in a trance, as once the Apoſtle lay, 

So let my raviſh'd ſoul be ſtol'n away ! 

To ſcenes empyrial and eternal light, 


Compar'd to which our intelle& is night 


There 
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There freed from groſſer ſenſe, enraptur'd move, 
And taſte extatic bleſs ; in joys above | 

Where thouſand ſuns intolerably bright, 

Would quench with blazing richneſs, mortal ſight. 
Where myriad harps attune their ſwelling ſounds, 
And fill'd with echoing myriads, Heav'n reſounds. 
To this again, all earthly minſtrelſy, 

Is coarſe and dull, and void of harmony. 

Now ſofter than the gales that o'er the deep, 

Scarce wet their weary wings, o'ercome with ſleep ; 
When Summer's ruddy evening warmly glows, 

And all the glaſſy ſea reflects repoſe. 

Now louder than the thunder's deepeſt roar, 

Which ſhakes the frighted earth from ſhore to ſhore. 
Than this more full, more rich, but yet more ſweet, 
For themes eternal and almighty meet. 

Oh let me bring one ray ! one ſtrain from thence ! 


And wake to rapture, low terreſtial ſenſe ! 


' Behold that ſcene of death and agony | 

Is that my Saviour bleeding on the tree ? 

His tortur'd limbs the nails extending pam, 
And bloody ſtreams, in woeful courſe, diſtain. 


Forbear, 
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Forbear, O impious men ! your taunts forbear ! 
Nor injure him, who makes you all his care | 

O ſpare his ſacred life, who rais'd the dead ! 

O ſave the pow'r, which fainting thouſands fed ! 
And will you mock his thirſt with nauſeous gall, 
Who ſheds the precious ſtreams of life for all ? 
Who from the well of God, a fount ſupplies, 
Perpetual current clear, that never dries |! 

See! as ye pierce his ſacred bleeding fide, 

How nature weeps of grief a copious tide ! 

Ah ſee |! He faints | He bows his holy head! 
The Lord of life is number'd with the dead! 


Now mourn O earth! ye Heav'ns diflolve in tears 
Creation groans aloud ! all matter hears | 

The ſun turns red as blood, and hides his light, 

And wrapt in clouds, and bluſhing ſhrinks from fight, 
The atrocious acts of men, in darkneſs veils ; 
Conceals their guilt ; his preſent ſhame conceals, 

Nor will the moon her feebler light ſupply, 

And &'en the ſtars refuſe to gild the ſky. 

And only fit to ſhine on deeds of ſhame, 

'The rapid light'nings dart their livid flame. 
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( 58 ) 
E'en the dull earth of feeling void before, 
Finds horror vibrate through each gaping pore. 
Convulſive earthquakes ſhake from pole to pole, 
And ope their helliſh caverns as they roll. 
The Temple's veil is rent, to cloſe.no more, 
And burſting rocks reſound, with hollow roar. 
It's priſoners no more the grave can bind; 
E'en there no hallow'd reſt, the bleſſed find ; 
For waking ghoſts arous'd, with wild affright, 
Glide through the depths of temporary night : 
Forſake the place, where long in peace they lay, 
And through the diſmal ſcene, like meteors play. 
The fires of hell a brighter blaze aſſume, 
And ten-fold burnings light it's thick-ribb'd gloom. 
As now it's fiends exult with clam'rous voice, 
In ſhouts of horror diſſonant rejoice. : 
Deep ſighs, deep echoings ſighs, the Heav'ns invade ; 
Now firſt awhile diſtreſt, firſt wretched made. 
Angelic forms, by grief oppreſs'd, move ſlow, 
And taſte an untried, momentary woe : 
When murm'ring through the regions of the bleſt, 
The mournful ſounds diſturb'd their happy reſt, 
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Surptis'd awhile they pauſe, and pauſing hear, 


What hearing, Oh amazement ! Angels fear. 
Nor more ſurpris'd—if ſo we may compare, 
Andyhall not ſong on venturous pinions dare ? 
Fam'd Montezuma's million ſquadrons ſtood, 
Thick, as the leaves that ſtrew ſome aged wood ; 
Thick, as the waving fields of laughing corn, 
Which many a wide extended plain adorn. 

When Cortes ſaw new thouſands in array, 

Upon his few advancing, check their way ; | 
The deep-mouth d engines ſpoke with thund'ring roar, 
Nor more amaz'd with ſounds unheard before, 
Deſtruction dark the feather'd troops affail'd, 
And flew inviſible, throughout the field. 

With conſternation ſeiz'd, they backward preſt, 
As from new forms of death they flew in haſte. 
Or thus within ſome large and populous town, 
Where ſteeples tall an earthquake topples down, 
The affrighted croud ſcarce knowing where to fly, 
Gaze petrified ; or ſtruck with terror, die. 


And is no friend, no true Diſciple near ? 
From the dread ſcene, the ſacred corple to bear ? 


To 


— . — 


„ 
To ſee the laſt kind debt of friendſhip paid ? 


A And in the tomb the wreck of inſult Jaid ? 


Where are the choſen twelve ? are they too flown ? 

Come ! Peter, come ! and now thy Maſter own! bs 
Danger recedes, alas! I ſee but one; 

Who with the Mother joins to mourn the Son! 

Can you forget the wonders, which he wrought ? 

Or the wiſe leſſons ſo divinely taught? 

Can you forget the looks, the acts of love? 

O'er holy breaſts ſure gratitude ſhould move 

Where are the cleanſed now ? Unthankful men ! 

What ſhall not one be grateful found in ten ?* 

Where are the men once loos'd from death's cloſe bands 7 
Will ye not ſnatch his corpſe from impious hands ? 

Will ye not place his body in the tomb ? 

Who call'd you back in ſpite of nature's doom ? 

Ye tongues, to torpid filence once conſign'd | 

Forbad to tell the movements of the mind, 

O ſpare his laſt remains, ye wicked,” fay ! 

For him who taught you how to pray, now pray. 

And you ye deaf! upon whoſe raviſh'd ear, 


He pour'd the ſtrains of charming converſe hear! 
| One 


* Were there not ten cleanſed ? but where are the nine? St. Luke, Chap. 17. V. 17. 
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One rich, one pious man at length, I ſee, 
Who takes the lifeleſs body from the tree. 
Sepulchral rites his pious hand prepares, 
And with great coſt diſcharges holy cares. 
In mercy's acts are riches well employ'd ! 


And by the good ſo us'd, are beſt enjoy'd ! 


That faded form how .pale, now Pity view | 

Relent, O Rage ! ſince more you cannot do! 
Behold that face, in death benign and meek ! 
Which to the ſmiters turn'd it's patient cheek ; 

Nor ever look'd with one indignant frown, . 

When vile Derifion plac'd the thorny crown, 

And with harſh blows, the goaring points beat down. 
That hand, now clos:d in death, ſhall ope no more 
Nor rais'd in pray'r ; nor ſtretch'd to feed the poor 
That tongue, no more it's bleſt inſtruction give 
Recall flown life, or bid the dying live! 

Thoſe eyes, how dull, which beam'd celeſtial rays | 
Inviting fin to turn from error's ways! 

Where Penitence, e'er it could form it's pray'r, 


Look'd up, and read forgiveneſs ſpeaking there. 


But 


„ 
But ſhort, O Death! thall this thy victory be! 


The ſon of God, Almighty God ſhall free! 


Soon ſhall he quit thy dark, thy tranſient reign, 
And riſe triumphant from the grave again; 

Seek in his Father's ſeat, a bleſt abode, 

And in the reſt he purchas'd, live with God ! 
Then for thy captives loſt, thou Death, ſhalt mourn ! 
And grieve that thou alike muſt die, in turn! 
That croſs, which now is view'd with abject ſcorn, 
In future triumphs ſhall be proudly borne, 

To this ſhall Nobles bend, and Princes kneel : 

All paſſion curb, and all diſeaſes heal. 

The proud ſhall look, and then be proud no more, 
And humbly join in worſhip, with the poor. 

Thy reign, O Great Meſſiah! ſhall be peace 
Fury ſhall ſleep; ſlow-waſting ſorrow ceaſe ! 

The world no more by paſſion's rage diſtreſt, 

Shall feel external eaſe, and mental reſt. 

The ſoul ſhall to an higher rapture move; 

And change all human into Heav'nly love. 

To thee ſhall floods of mighty nations flow, 

And to thy Heav'nly Father's worſhip bow : 


Exalt 
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Exalt his praiſe, invoke his holy name ; 
With firmer truth, and with a purer flame : 
Long, as his pow'r ſhall light the ſolar ray, 
Or teach the moon to emulate the day. 

And when the ſun itſelf, no longer bright, 
Shall quench it's failing fires, in endleſs night. 
When all the matter of this ſolid ſphere, 
Where order, grace, and harmony appear, 
Shall to an atom ſhrink, or melt away ; 

It's beauty vaniſh, and it's force decay ; 
Meſſiah's glorious reign ſhall ſtill improve, 
And all be goodneſs, all be bliſs and love, 


A MEDITATION 


A 


MEDITATION 


O N 


A New Year, 


E cœlo deſcendit n gravy, 


NOTHER year it's rapid courſe has run, 
And chas'd around it's orb, the flying ſun. 

Think, heedleſs mortal, how it quickly paſt ! 
To thee, now loſt ; perhaps, to thee the laſt ! 
Think then, what uſetul duties thou haſt done ; 
What acts omitted, and what conflicts won. 
It's ſtubborn neck to rule has paſſion bow'd ? 
And only reign'd where reign ſhould be allow'd ? 
Withia the bounds of reaſon, ſoft and flow, 


Like gentle ſtreams, been ever taught to flow? 


Juvenal. 


Or 


(85) 
Or like a ſweeping deluge rag'd around, 
Forſook it's channel, and o'erſwoln it's bound ? 
Fair order ruin'd in the torrent's force, 
While Devaſtation points it's lawleſs courſe ? 
Has Charity inſpir'd it's gen'rous glow ? 
Taught thee to pity, and to ſoften woe ? 
Has this celeſtial fire thy boſom warm'd ? 
It's hardneſs melted, and it's fierceneſs charm'd ? 
Haſt thou benignly wept with thoſe, that weep? 
Heal'd ev'ry wound, bid ev'ry- paſſion ſleep ? 
Heard the diſtreſs of all the abje& race, 
Nor ever from the poor man turn'd thy face ? 
When preſſing want has rais'd his clam'rous voice, 
Haſt thou that want reliev'd ? pleas'd to rejoice 
The wretch, that ſat in chains of mis'ry bound, 
And o'er his darkneſs ſhed thy light around ? 
Haſt thou a kind protector been to youth? 


And guided innocence to peace and truth ? 


But fince the field of charity is wide, 

And pity oft from pain muſt turn aſide ; 

Haſt thou e' er bluſh'd and drop'd the fruitleſs tear, 

When pow'rleſs kindneſs mourn'd to ſeem ſevere ? 
[ 


Haſt 
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Haſt thou with tender ear to woe inclin'd, 

And lent that woe at leaſt, a willing mind ? 
Sigh'd o'er the ills thy aid could not relieve, 

And giv'n the wiſh, where more thou couldſt not give? 
For modeſty with pity much 1s pleas'd, 

And ſo denied, of half it's ſorrow eas'd. 

Then ſhall that gentle wiſh to Heav'n ariſe, 

And bring down peace and healing from the ſkies. 
So when the fervent rays of Autumn's morn, 
Illume the dew-drop'd graſs, and glitt'ring thorn, 
From all the reeming earth, the vapours riſe, 
Pellucid, cloath'd in ſoft priſmatic dyes; 

On thin elaſtic wings, they mount the air, 

And diſſipated ſoon, ſoon diſappear. 

When darkneſs gives the cold to range the ſkies, 
And from it's den the froſty fetterer flies, 

The floating vapours feel the chilling pow'r, 
And loaded fall, a ſoft but fruitful ſhow'r. 


Haſt thou to virtuous friendſhip firm and true, 


The facred ſenſe of honour kept in view ? 
Nobly rejecting what ſelf- love deſign'd, 
To no mean humours of the ſoul inclin'd ? 
And 
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And where thou ſhouldſt promote a worthy friend, 
Thyſelf ſtep'd in, to ſerve ſome paltry end ? 


Embrac'd diſhonour, profit to attain ? 
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And ſold thy peace for momentary gain? 

By ſuch mean tricks the ſhrewd and buſy thrive, 
To friendſhip dead, to ſelf alone alive. 

Wiſh to have all, keep all, be every where; 
Full as the ſea; obtruſive as the air. 

f a Ruth in where'er a vacuum can be found; 

All order ruin, and all rule o'er-bound. 

Baſe is the mind, which on ſuch motives moves, 
And only for itſelf acts, hates, or loves. 

No joy delights the avaritious breaſt, 

Nor bliſs the ſelfiſh find, nor greedy, reſt. 

Who would beneath the ſhade of kindneſs live, 
The bleſſings, which he would receive, muſt give; 
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Teach other breaſts, with equal warmth, to glow, 
And what he hopes to reap, muſt freely ſow. 
So the revolving ſun it's luſtre gives! 


So waken'd nature moves, and breathes, and lives ! 


g | The poliſh'd ſurface, and the watry plain, 
* The ſplendor, which they take remit again. 
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And thoſe abſorbent parts, which drink it's rays, 
The genial gift return a thouſand ways. 

So vegetation ſpreads it's lively green; 

And laughing flow'rs ariſe and bluſh between. 

So pendant fruits the loaded boughs adorn, 


And waving harveſts nod with golden corn. 


Haſt thou the ſecrets of a friend betray'd ? 
Or kindneſs with ingratitude repaid ? 

E'er wiſh'd fair blooming innocence to ſtain ? 
Or for thy pleaſure giv'n another pain ? 

E'er ſuffer'd anger's wound to rankle deep ? 
Or e'er the day has ſlept bid paſſion ſleep ? 
Quick pafling as the haſty rivulets glide, 

Or quick as momentary waves ſubſide? 

E'er felt for friends the tear of pity fall, 
And ſigh'd and wept and freely bled for all ? 
O'er deſarts, oceans, breath'd a kindred foul ? 


Wing'd by philanthropy from pole to pole ? 


If ſome there are, who cold to virtue's cauſe, 
Can merit ſee, and yet deny applauſe ; 
Can ſee triumphant vice o'er worth aſpire, 


Nor feel juſt indignation's conſcious fire ; 
| | Has 
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(7 
Has ſtrong impatience ſtung thy honeſt breaſt ? 


And bid thee feel for virtue when oppreſs'd ? 


If the warm heart, within this mortal frame, 
Dares call it's feelings by their proper name. 

If cer calm reaſon, void of partial love, 
Perceives the ſprings by which affections move; 
Then may it hope that moſt within is right ; 
Nor all offenſive in it's Maker's ſight. 

That where it errs, it errs without deſign ; 

And leaves reluctant virtue's graceful line: 

In all it's wand'rings, would reſeek the road, 
Which leads to truth and honour, peace and God. 
If a new path the excurſive mind has tried, 
And in a thoughtleſs moment turn'd aſide ; 
Soon as it found the devious wild to lead, 

To mazy error, and it's ſteps betray'd ; 

With warm impatience, and with anxious pain, 
It e'er reſought the bliſsful path again. 

So when the ev'ning ſtills the ſleepy day, 

The finny tribe diſport in wanton play ; 

In watry ringlets, glitt'ring as they leap, 


Diſturb the. boſom of the peaceful deep. 


But 
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But when the dang'rous fields of air they taite, 


Again they ſeek the fea, with frighted Eaſte. 


In the new region lurking death they ſpy, 
And backward to their watry ſafety fly. 


Accept my humble thanks, O gracious Heav'n ! 
For all the bounties to thy ſervant giv'n. 

For health, for eaſe, for quiet and a mind, 

Of various taſtes, and various views combin'd | 
For all the feeling, which can bliſs diſpenſe, 


An exquiſite, but often painful ſenſe ! 


I own with gratitude the full delight, 

Which in thy high-wrought works enchants my ſight; 
The viſual ſenſe, which ſhews me how to trace, 

Thy ſecret hand in nature's beauteous face ; 

To taſte the charms the varied landſcape gives, 


Where goodneſs almoſt ſpeaks and wonder lives. 


Unbleſt is he, who feels not nature's pow'r ; 


For whom the tow'ring oak, or gay-eyed flow'r, 
For whom the morning's bluſh, or evening's glow, 
In vain their various ſplendid tints beſtow, 

For him, in vain, breathes health the rural breeze, 


Or nature ſmiles, unmov'd who nature ſees. 


That 
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That ſweetly-ſoothing ſounds have force to move; 
And tune my ſoul to ſoftneſs and to love, 

To huſh my cares, to calm my frequent grief, 
And to the troubled ſpirit bring relief ; 


That when the ſolemn organ's gradual ſwell, 


Some raptur'd tale celeſtial ſeems to tell, 


And with Angelic voice to mortal ear, 
Pours forth ſuch ſounds, as Heav'n alone ſhould hear; 
Or when wild rapture flies from trembling ſtrings, 
nd muſic bears off ſorrow on it's wings; 
That then I feel a ſtill, an holy peace, 


I thank the Pow'r, which bids all ſorrow ceaſe; 


Again, I thank the Pow'r, that taught my mind, 
A bliſs in fancy's pathleſs wilds to find; 

To follow rich imagination's wing, 

And ſhare, at leaſt, the ſpoils that others bring ; 


Or guided tread ſome viſionary fcene, 


In playful colours, and eternal green. 


Where cloudleſs days diffuſe their endleſs light, 


And new creation dazzles on the fight. 


Where hills reſound, and vocal every tree ; 


And ev'ry object teems with rich variety. 


Where 
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Where dizzy torrents daſh from down their ſteep, 


Or near the murm'ring waters poets ſleep ; 
Diſſolv'd in dreams, through magic air who fly, 


And view immortal things, with mortal eye. 


() may my future years ſuch pleaſures know, 


While life through all theſe mazy veins ſhall flow ! 


From tumult far, and from ambition's dream, 
May I float down of time the filent ſtream ! 
And when I chuſe retirement be allow'd 

To quit the noiſy town or madding croud ! 
Then as ſome hermit bleſt, where Alps ariſe, 
Securely dwells, amid the frowning ſkies, 

In ſafe retreat above the mountain's brow, 


Hears awful thunders rolling far below ; 


Which ſhake the nodding rocks, —diſaſtrous ſound ! 


While deaf 'ning echoes round and round rebound ; 


And fragments torn, with rapid fury hurl'd, 
Tumultuous fall, and fright the nether world. 
So may I dwell ſecure from noiſe and ill, 


And live with peace, and contemplation till. 


But when this failing pulſe ſhall beat no more, 
And life and all it's buſy dreams be o'er, 


Then 
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Then may I fink to everlaſting reſt ; 
Nor ſhook by fear, nor by remorſe depreſs'd. 


And when the funeral train in dark array, 


Shall to the church-yard bend it's ſolemn way, 

May thoſe whom grief or idle chance ſhall lead, 

To ſee another number'd with the dead, 

Exclaim—* Behold the good man's peaceful cloſe, 

„His friends, who cheriſh'd ; who ne'er harm'd his foes ;” 
And give this tribute with a penſive ſigh, 


* So may we live! and as he died, ſo die!” 
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Omnibus ille idem pater eſt, unde alma liquentes 
Humorum guttas mater cum terra recepit, 
Fœta parit nitidas fruges, arbuſtaque læta, 


Et genus humanum, 
Lucretius, 
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RAISE thou the Lord, my foul! if feeble lays | 5 
Such th: mes may dare, and try Almighty praiſe! | 
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From God the pow'r, to God is due the ſtrain, 


And he that gives, may claim his own again. 

T he glories, which thy ſplendid face ſurround, 
Would more than mortal ſenſe, at once confound. 
Cloath'd in thcir blaze, intolerably bright, 


Ten thouſand, thouſand ſuns ſupply thee light. 
Throughout 
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Throughout all ſpace, thy realms celeſtial ſpread, 
And golden clouds o'ercanopy thy head. 

The realms of day beneath thy footſteps bow, 
And thunders roll, above, around, below. 

High o'er the waters of the ambient air, 

The chambers of thy glorious preſence are. 

Thy chariots, clouds of tempeſts, ſhake the ſky, 
On wings of winds when dread thy terrors fly. 


Bright meſſengers with ſpeed thy words convey, 


More ſwift than thought, they pierce their trackleſs way. 


Like ruſhing beams of light, in wide expanſe, 
The unembodied ſpirits freely glance. 


Form'd is this ſphere to move by wond'rous laws, 

We view the effect, we own the ſecret cauſe, 
Through thee this ſyſtem rules, this ſyſtem moves, 
Speaks thy vaſt pow'r, thy perfect wiſdom proves. 

The circling waters roll from ſhore to ſhore, 

As with a garment ſpread and floated o'er. 

Shrink would the raging Waves, ſhouldſt thou but chide, 
In haſte from thy Almighty voice to hide: 

E'en to the ſkies their curling foam would throw, 


And gaping ope the depths of hell below. 


But 
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But thou by rugged cliffs their pow'r haſt bound, 


Leſt they again creation's works confound. 

High o'er the hills their vapours light aſcend, 

Or through the vales in mazy currents bend. 
There all the foreſt's thirſty tribes retreat, 
And the wild aſs in parching ſummer's heat. 

And there the feather'd tenants of the ſky, 

Fill all the pendant boughs with melody. 

O'er hills and vales, the pregnant ſhow'rs are ſhed, 
And plenty from the earth lifts up her head. 

Fair o er the fields, in robes of gayeſt green, 

The mantling vegetation's birth is ſeen, 

While flocks and lowing herds, a numerous breed, 
On all the peopled hills, ſecurely feed. 

And uſeful herbs for man, expand as well; 

Some cheriſh life, and ſome diſeaſe repell. 

The creeping vine enwraps the mountain's fide, 
It's modeſt leaves the bluſhing cluſters hide. 
Cheer'd by it's juice, no more the wretched mourns, 
Till riot reigns and joy to ſorrow turns. 

The olives too at once recruit, adorn ; 


And yellow harveſts laugh with rip'ning corn. 
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In ev'ry tree, the wand' ring ſap aſcends, 

Climbs the high top, and through the limbs extends. 
Where Libanus protrudes it's cedar ſhade, 

The airy ſtork's capacious neſt is made. 

Where danger nods upon the cloud-crown'd rocks, 
The goats undaunted ſport in heedleſs flocks. 
And in the crevic'd ſides, with trembling fear, 
Their timid young, the flutter'd rabbits rear. 
The ſun, to laws obedient, mounts the ſkies, 
The moon her imitative luſtre tries, 

When thadows frown and chaſe the gaudy day, 
The prowling lions ſeek their nightly prey. 
Wild, on the ear of darkneſs, terrors pour, 
And foreſts tremble at the dreadful roar, 

But e'er the blu ing morning meets their ſight, 
They fly the ſoft approach of conſcious light. 
Haſte to their ſecret dens, with thieviſh ſpeed, 
And leave the browſing flocks ſecure to feed. 
In cavern'd depths of captur'd prey they dream, 
Or light the ſhade with eyes of fiery gleam. 
Soon as the grey-eyed dawn begins to riſe, 

Man to his labour freſh and cheerful hies. 


And 
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And when the ev'ning hour in ſilence reigns, 
He wanders homeward o'er the fading plains ; 
Reſeeks with ſocial hope his cottage-ſhed 
And finds, by thee, his frugal table ſpread. 


How manifold thy works! Almighty Lord! 
In wiſdom fram'd, they all obey thy word! 
Move in the air, or richly cloath the ground; 
O where is not creative goodneſs found ? 

So in the boundleſs waſte of waters wide, 
Where winged ſhips innumerable glide, 

The glitt'ring finny tribes divide the deep ; 
In oozy beds or corall'd caverns ſleep. 

There huge Leviathan, an iſland ſeems, 

And from his noſtrils ſpouts tremendous ſtreams. 
And as he dives, in whirlpools curls the ſea, 
Death in his jaws, and terror in his play. 
Fair Calm flies frighted at his ſearful frown, 


And round him roars a tempeſt, all his own. 


Of all the living tribes of earth or air, 

Or ſea or ſtreams, how vaſt thy conſtant care 
On thee, Almighty God! for food they call! 
And in due ſeaſon thou ſupplieſt them all! 


Rejoic'd 


(9) 
Rejoic'd, they gather, what thou deign'ſt to give, 


And fill'd with good and mercy, breathe and live. 


Shouldſt thou, but for a little moment hide, 

And turn thy face, from their requeſts aſide, 

Void of thy providential care, they mourn ; 

They die; and ſprung from duſt, to duſt return. | 

Again they breathe, ſhouldſt thou the fiat ſpeak ; 

They creep, they walk, they ſwim, they fly, they leap. 


For ever ſhall thy majeſty endure, 

More fix'd than mountain's roots, than time more ſure. 
But ſtruck by terror and by earthquakes ſhook, 

This globe would ſtart, ſhouldſt thou in anger look. 
When on the ſcorched hills thy light'nings play, 

They bow their ſcorched heads, and melt away. 


While life through all my veiny channels ſtrays, 
My God ſhall claim my ſongs, my grateful praiſe ! 
Then ſhall my words the beſt of beings pleaſe, 
And I hall live ſecure in ſacred eaſe ; 

There look, where only certain joys are found, 
And virtue is with endleſs glory crown'd. 

Sinners ſhall periſh by their guilt betray'd, 


Exceſs of paſſion be with death repaid. 
Praiſe 


THE 


80 


Praiſe thou the Lord, my ſoul !! O praiſe his name, 
Whoſe love in life or death is ſtill the fame. 

So ſhalt thou raptur'd taſte of heav'nly joy, 

And ſo the breath he gave ſhalt beſt employ. 


Widow of Nain, 


FROM ST, LUKE, Cnay. 5th. 


— — fruſtraque levatum 
( Nam pater occiderat) referunt ad limina matris, 
Accipit illa finu, complexaque frigida nati 
Membra ſui, poſtquam miſerarum verba parentum . 
Edidit, et matrum miſerarum falta peregit; 
Funera ducebat mediam lachrymoſa per urbem; 


Luridaque arſuro portabat membra feretro. 
Ovid, 


TEAR Kitſhon's brook, whoſe mazy current bends, 


And haſtes where toil at once and being ends, 
(For ſtreams like human life to filence go, 

Work out their death and to oblivion flow,) 

Nain flouriſh'd fair; and there a widow dwelt, 

The bitter pains of parted love who felt. 
An only ſon ſhe hapleſs, call'd her own: 
The pleaſing picture of affection flown. 
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Whate'er of bliſs connubial once ſhe knew, 


Perhaps reflected in her offspring grew. 


Whate'er of ſorrow mark'd leſs happy days, 
Hope might rebuild, and fancy fairer raiſe. 

This ſon might ev'ry buſy thought employ, 

Sole partner of her care and of her joy. 

And as affection, like the ſolar light, 

When molt concenter'd is moſt ſtrong and bright, 
It liv'd with mutual warmth, each day more dear, 
And as the flame was fed, it burnt more clear. 
Experience council gave and led the way, 

And guided youth was not allow'd to ſtray ; 

For &'er temptation could it's wiles begin, 

Error was known ; diſguiſe was ſtrip'd from fin. 
Theſe cares, perhaps, might duteous acts repay, 
And filial kindneſs cheriſh flow decay ; 

Age came with gentle ſteps ; nor in her face, 

Of hard adverſity e' er left a trace. 

For as time's wrinkles mark'd her rev'rend brow, 


By duty ſmooth'd, they were forbad to grow. 


Uncertain is the date of earthly joy! 


Years ripen bliſs : but moments can deſtroy ! 


Unpitying 
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Unpitying death, who will no ſuppliant hear; 

Of ſoul untouch'd ; inſenſible of ear; 

Prepar'd alike on age or youth to prey, 

Who nips the growth of years, or of a day; 
Who rives the ſturdy oak, the foreſt's pride, 

That nodding ſhadows half a mountain's fide, 
And with the ſtroke mean effort of his pow'r |! 
Nips the gay bud ; the childhood of an hour ; 
He, who will coarſely feed on vulgar prey, 

Or ſnatch the faireſt forms of life away, 

Now bids his vultures wing their greedy courſe, 
To hoſtile fields and cloud the day's great ſource ; 
* Feaſts on his tens of thouſands madly lain, 

And drinks the ſanguine floods that ſtream the plain; 
He, on the hapleſs youth, diſtends his frown, 
And ſends Diſeaſe to cut the victim down. 

The fatal meſſenger - too buſy foe ! 

With cruel ſpeed, performs the taſk of woe. 

The crimſon dawn of life, a cloud obſcures ; 
And nature mourns, and down the deluge pours. 
For what ſhall ſtay his cruel ſtroke ? Shall truth ? 


Or innocence, or beauty ; age, or youth ? 


Ah! 
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Ah! no. Too ſurely to the grave we go; 
Nor ſtrength arreſts, nor virtue ſhields the blow 


Behold the widow ! ſtrip'd of ev'ry joy ! 

Grief feeds her mind, and grief her ſole employ ! 
Soon to the grave, her mournful ſteps ſhe bends, 
And weeping with the funeral train attends ; 
Reſolv'd to ſee the laſt ſad duties paid, 

And in the tomb, the early victim laid. 

No proſpects chear her, and no hopes ſuſtain, 
Death all her wiſh, for death ſhe counts her gain. 
The ſon's dear countenance again ſhe ſaw, 

(For fancy loves paſt images to draw ;) 

The kind complying look, the cheerful ſmile, 
The truth that ſpoke the mind, devoid of guile. 
Her mildeſt cenſures too ſhe fear'd unkind, 

For grief to ſoftneſs melts the conquer'd mind, 
We ſee, as paſſion's labouring ſtorms ſubſide, 
Thro' ſorrow's miſt, unkindneſs magnified. 

And death diſarming anger of it's ſtings, 


Perceiv'd too late, - too late repentance brings. 


But when we leaſt expect to find relief, 


And in deſpair, deſponding yield to grief; | 
The 


685) 


The Pow'r divine, which nature guides and ſways, 

In ſecret works, and moves by wond'rous ways. 
It chanc'd our Lord the city's gates drew near, 

And met the body borne upon the bier ; 

And ſteep'd in tears, a ſlowly moving croud, 


Who ſigh'd and wept; and ſpoke their plaints aloud. 


«© Weep not” the Healer of our ſorrows cried, 
While with compaſſion's ſofteſt mien he ey'd 

The mourning train ; who patient of his will 
Stood, as they bore the bier, in wonder ſtill. 

He beam'd ſuch looks, that all, who ſaw 

Were charm'd with rapture, while they bow'd in awe; 
Mild conſolation hover'd o'er each breaſt, 

And in it's pinions anguiſh ſunk to reſt. 

So when the night it's gloomy ſhadows ſpreads, 
Diſmay with fancied terrors trembling treads. 

But if the moon, ſoft Queen of ſtillneſs, riſe, 

And move majeſtic thro' the illumin'd ſkies, 

A lovely light ſheds tranquil luſtre round ; 

Gilds the dark fireams, and glads the fleepy ground. 


Hope in the Mother's breaſt began to glow ; * 
She dar'd to hope, yet what ſhe could not know ; 
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For confidence will oft in doubt ariſe, 

And give to mental miſery kind ſupplies. 

« . Young man ariſe” the mighty Saviour ſaid ; 

And at the word, aroſe the waking dead. 
 Amaz'd at fight reſtor'd, he gaz d around, 


And wonder fat in every face, profound. 


Scarce with ſuch rapture look'd the new-born man, 
Who ſprung to life, when human life began. 
Health which had long forſook the pallid face, 
Return'd with higher bloom and livelier grace. 
Such luſtre ne'er had lighted nature's eye, 


Since nature learnt the painful taſk to die. 
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The blood again reſum'd it's veiny courſe, 


And gain'd from joy, accelerated force, 4 

So chain'd by froſts awhile will verdure lie, | ; 

Till a ſoft breeze comes melting thro' the (ky ; | 4 

, Or till the orient ſun his orb diſplays, . k 
And from the op'ning clouds pours fervent rays. | 
Then nature feels the genial light and joys, p 3 
And buſy Gladneſs all her works employs : 4 
Walks o'er the merry plains and ſmiling hills, | : 

And ſports unchain'd thro' all the laughing rills. ; ' 


Or 
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Or thus ſome plant, when parch'd by ſummer's heat, 
Droops ſadly ſick' ning in a death- like ſtate: 

If from a ſhow'r the drops of freſhneſs fall, 

Opes ev'ry thirſty pore and drinks them all. 

With ſudden greens it's new-waſh'd leaves are crown'd ; 


And more than vernal fragrance breathes around. 


How ſhall we now the Mother's joy' xpreſs ? 

How tell the force by which ſuch feelings bleſs ? 

Now on her ſon ſhe looks, with fix'd delight ; 

Now on her Saviour turns enchanted fight. 

Tears burſt again; the pleaſing ſhow'r of grief, | 

By which extatic pleaſures ſeek relief. 

Lo! on her knees ſhe falls and God adores, 

And gratitude's full torrent largely pours. 

Thoughts preſs on thoughts, and words on words ſo faſt, 
That only looks can ſpeak her rapture's haſte. 

Tho' filent thoſe, they ſeem no leſs to ſay, 

How ſhall poor words ſuch mercies e'er repay ? 

What time ſhall end my thanks, what meaſure bound ? 
For this my ſon was. loſt, and now is found! 

Was dead, and ſee he lives! My foul then raiſe, 

The grateful triumph, ond the ſong of praiſe ! 


Let 


( 88 ) 


Let the ſmall gift expanſive pow'r ſupply ! 
A little fragrance ſpreads and fills the ſky ! 
The people ſhout, ** our God his nation hears, 
% And lo! his mighty Prophet now appears! 


But who ſhall paint the Saviour's milder grace ? 
The radiant mercy beaming in his face ? 

The bliſs, which far exceeds all joys of ſenſe, 
Luxuriant in repaid benevolence ? 

Theſe aſk a colouring warm, conception ſtrong, 
A Raphael's pencil, or a Milton's ſong. 

What words cannot—let active virtue give, 
Heal miſery's wounds, and others wants relieve. 
Then borne on mercy's wings our pray'rs may riſe, 
And fill with grateful odours all the ſkies. 

In the fair book of life with golden light, 

An Angel's pen our virtuous acts ſhall write. 
The ſplendid letters ſtill more glorious grow, 
When all the fainter ſtars ſhall ceaſe to glow. 
When God fhall read, with added rays divine, 
His countenance ſhall yet more brightly ſhine. 
Poor penitence look cheerful at the fight, 

And ſhades of error all be loſt in light. 
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Reſurreftion 


OF 


LAZARUS. 
St, 7 O H NM, Chap. 17th 


—— facilis deſcenſus Averni : 


Noctes atque dies patet atri janua ins; 

Sed revocare grim, {aprias evadere ad auras 
Hoc opus, hic labor eit. Pauci, ques æquus amavit 
Jupiter, aut ardens eyexit ad æchera virtus 


Diis geniti, potuere. Virgil. 


N Bethany two Siſters liv'd, and were 
Supremely bleſt a Brother's love to ſhare. 
The eider, Martha, was of temper warm ; 
Her ſpirits quick ; ſuſceptive of alarm. 
The younger, Mary, had a fofter ſoul ; ; 
Peace ſooth'd her paſſions with it's ſmooth controul, 


M 


This 


690) 


This happy family, all innocence, 

Kind without ſhew, and good without pretence, 
Had won their Saviour's love ;—and the pure mind, 
Will gracious Heav'n's peculiar bleſſing find. 
Here oft, as in his journies, Jeſus paſs'd, 

Awhile he lodg'd, or ſhar'd the neat repaſt, 
Which the free will, not laviſh coſt beſtow'd ; 
For to the rich, ſmall were the debts he ow'd. 
Nor lov'd by: them, nor them preferring e'er, 

He choſe the meek, —the meek to him were dear ! 
With lowly worth he paſs'd his uſeful days, 

No glory aſk'd, and but for God, no praile ; 
Heard by the humble, courted by the poor, 
Seldom e ſought the great man's crouded door, 
Which ſpreads with oſtentatious kindneſs wide, 
Inviting vice to ſhare the gifts of pride. 

For formal pomp to ſelf alone is kind, 


And only gives for ſhew, to merit blind. 


What time our Lord was abſent, fell Diſeaſe, 
Who thro' the veins of health, in ſecret preys ; 
Bites in the crimſon bud, infidious gueſt ! 


Clouds the bright ſun, and robs the night of reſt ; 
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Saps the firm root, our daily path ſurrounds, 
Lurks in our food, and in all life abounds ; 
He mark'd their ſtate ; and with an envious frown, 


To grieve the Siſters, ſmote the Brother down. 


Biſmay'd to Jeſus then in haſte they ſend ; 
The comforter, the healer, and the friend. 
They pray'd his quick return, and more to move, 


Thus ſaid—“ the man is ſick, whom thou doſt love.” 


But ye muſt reſt, awhile, in bitter woe ! 

And thro' affliction's vale to tranſport go 
Delay to heigthen bleſſings Heav'n deſigns, 

And in the flow'ry wreath the thorn entwines. 
Shades brighten light, and light is mix'd with ſhade, 
And bliſs too exquiſite is form'd to fade. 

Our virtues muſt be prov'd, enjoyment taught, 
And it's true force be by experience bought. 
The mind too long, in active ſcenes employ'd, 
Finds it's beſt pow'rs decay, it's zeſt deſtroy'd. 
Too {trong a glare is painful to the eye, 

And Hearing ſpoils the ſenſe of harmony. 


Proud of ſucceſs, and of endowments proud, 


The Giver is forgot, or ſcarce allow'd. 
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Then comes adverſity's diſaſtrous train, 

Wounds pride, and calls us back to truth again. 
Thus Summer's conſtant ſplendour ſickneſs breeds, 
And Peſtilence, to copious days, ſucceeds. 

But if the thunder burſts and rain deſcends, 
Reviving freſhneſs on the ſtorm attends. 


The balmy air, a ſweeter gale beſtows, 


Nature more gay, in brilliant colours glows, 


Replete with fragrance, ev'ry leaf is ſound, 


Health fans the gales, and breathes from all the ground. 


An ear, but ear alone, the Saviour lent 


The meſſage, which the mourning Siſters ſent, 
Two days in Galilee he ſtill remain'd, 

And two days more the Siſters doubt ſuſtain'd. 
The brother dies ;—affliction's debt is paid, 
And in the ſepulchre the body laid. 


And who ſhall now their deep diſtreſs conceive ? 
He, who alone could help, did not relieve. 
Dread is deſpair, but more by far ſevere, 

To mourn for help, when ſure relief is near. 
Imagination's croud new pangs excites, 


Waſtes their long days, and breaks their ſleepleſs nights. 


They 
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They wept; they comfort ſought; then wept again; 
They found, alas! all comfort daſh'd with pain! 

For faſt as reſignation roſe in view, 

Step'd buſy Mcmory forth and pictures drew; 

With lively colours touch'd each object paſt, 

And tranſient ſmiles o'er dark oblivion caſt. 

The hours, which grief to ſoothe in vain eſſay'd, 


Crept with it's weight more ſlow, and were delay'd. 


But why, ye Mourners, ſhould ſuch cares engroſs 
Your thoughts? Why ſo lament your Brother's los ? 
Have ye not heard the Son of God explain, 

The joys of Heav'n, and paint the change from pain ? 
Lazarus is now beyond conception bleſt; 

He quits a toilſome life for endleſs reſt ; 

Where all complaint abſorb'd, at once ſhall die, 

And ev'ry tear be wip'd from ev'ry eye. 

Could he but grieve, for you his breaſt would burn; 


But Heav'n cannot ;—the bleſſed never mourn. 


To deep diſtreſs in vain may reaſon plead ; 
Here vain, O bright Philoſophy, thy aid ! 
The o'erpow'ring tide impetuouſly affails ; 


And deaf to conſolation ſtill preyails. 
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Vain is the attempt to check the ſtream of woe, 


Which by accumulating muſt o'erflow. 


True nature's channels melting tears will find, 
Or elſe return, and drown the empaſſion'd mind. 


Obſtructed thoſe, like wounds internal ſmart, 


No med'cines reach them, and they baffle art. 
Communicated ills we beſt endure, 

And 'enient ſympathy is ſorrow's cure. 

Death too the ſenſe of injury revives, 

And ev'ry tender act in memory lives; 
Friendſhip recall'd with greater force appears, 
And our unkindneſs aſks unfeigned tears. 

We weep the more becauſe remorſe is vain ; 
For what ſhall call an injury back again ? 

Ye then, who now love's dearer ties enjoy, 
To feed the flame your ev'ry care employ. 
Cheriſh affection while it's bloſſoms bloom, 


For vain is all repentance in the tomb ! 


joy is moſt lively when expected leaſt, 
And more delightful by the want of haſte. 


Jeſus again to Bethany return'd; 


A viſit ſeeming cold to thoſe that mourn'd. 
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When yet without the gates him Martha met, 
| All bath'd in tears and falling at his feet; 
In agony of diſappointed grief ſhe cried, 1 
Half angry ſeem'd, and more than half to chide, > 
«© Had'ſt thou been here my brother had not died.“ 
But hark! What ſounds now ſwell upon the ear! 


More than Seraphic airs we ſeem to hear. 

Salvation led by Mercy ſmooth deſcends, 

And Peace, with Healing, on their courſe attends. 

O voice melodious ! O celeſtial ſound | 

Sweets raviſh ſenſe, and tuneful harps reſound ! 
am the life; tho' dead, yet he ſhall live, 

„Who heard my words, and will thoſe words receive. 
„ And he who lives and will on me rely, 

*« Shall taſte the fount of life and never die.“ 


Enraptur'd Martha to her ſiſter flew, 
Fleet as the Morning o'er the fragrant dew, 
The ſoul when fir'd by joy would riſe in air, 


Leave the low earth, and all the weight of care; 


Elate it's pleaſing tidings to impart, 
The ardent ſpirit throbs within the heart; 
Alt dull corporeal droſs would fling behind, 


Range into ſpace, and far outſtrip the wind, | 
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Soon to the afflicted Mary then ſhe came, 

And Jeſus nam'd: woe vaniſh'd at the name; 
But memory, ſource at once of bliſs and pain, 
Reviv'd her wounds, and bade them bleed again. 
Our Lord himſelf approach'd, and at his feet 
Behold the ſuppliant maid his help entreat |! 

But with a gentler mien, ſhe looks, ſhe mourns, 
Anguiſh and hope ſpeak in, her eyes by turns; 
At once, her heaving boſom faints, and burns. 
While o'er the Lord a ſtealing ſoftneſs crept, 
And touch'd his ſoul for even Jeſus wept. 
Ne'er known to laugh, yet he benign could deign 
To weep for various ills, that men ſuſtain, 

His feeling tears a kindred nature own, 

And thro' his glory, all the man is known. 

If then the Son of Cod, for human woe, 

So wept ; can we the friendly tear forgo ? 


Yet theſe alone an uſeleſs tribute are, 


The ſolace, not the cure of ſuff ring care. 


Tho' grateful dews ſoft pity loves to give, 


'Tis active goodneſs can alone relieve. 
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Chang'd be the ſcene ;—'tis vain on that to dwell, 
Which thought cannot attain, nor language tell, 
Now to the ſepulchre the mourners bend, 

And in ſuſpenſe the Son of God attend. 

Yet Martha doubts. At length they reach a cave, 
Which in the Jewiſh mode ſupplied a grave. 

A ſtone remov'd, the gaping tomb diſclos'd, 
Where wrapt in awful filence, death repos'd. 
Jeſus then pray'd—(ſo all his works begun | 

And ſo ſhould all our earthly works be done ! 
Then, with a louder voice, the Saviour cries, 


Come forth, O Lazarus! awake! ariſe ! 


And lo! Death heard ne'er wont before to hear, 


Such moving muſic melts his ſenſeleſs ear. 
The dead awoke, and wonder'd at the day, 

80 new, ſo glorious, ſeem'd the viſual ray: 
While thro' his limbs reviving vigour play'd, 
Freſh as the morn, in all it's youth array'd. 
Burſt from a chryſalis, thus gay awakes, 

The inſect chang'd, and novel ſplendour takes; 


Exulting greets the ſun, in rich array, 


Speeds o'er the fragrant flow'rs it's luſcious way; 
N 
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Of new- form'd beauty proud, it courts the light, 


In ev'ry turn of changeful motion bright. 


The people prais'd, and as amazement ſpread, 
Before conviction doubt and error fled. 
Scorn turn'd to worſhip; coldneſs into zeal ; 


Sceptics found faith, and ſtupor learnt to feel. | 


Cheriſh your Brother, happy Siſters, now! 

Let mutual love uninterrupted flow | 

Life now reſtor'd, too ſoon will flee in haſte ; 
Once more the parting anguiſh ye muſt taſte ; 

A gain the diſmal vale of tears explore ; 

Sleep the long fleep, and wake to time no more; 
Then heav'nly Peace ſhall take you to it's breaſt, 


And endleſs Morning ſtrew the bed of reſt. 


But has the dead no wonder to relate? 

No hiſtory of that anxious, unknown ſtate ? 

Ah no! on faith we build ; we hope, believe, 

Where the fond heart of man cannot conceive. 

One truth we know, and mere tian this were vain, 
Virtue 1s ours, and all w: need attain. 

W hat thought more great, can rich deſcription teach ? 
What higher point can expectation reach? 


1 


What joy more full can ardent hope proclaim * 


A Saint dream raptur'd, or an Angel name, 
Than this ?—that he, who wins his mortal race, 
Shall dwell with God, and ſec him face to face. 
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ELEGY the Firſt 


WRITTEN AT 


A VILLAGE FUNERAL. 


Pallida mors æquo pulſat pede pauperum tabernas 


Regumqus turres, | Horace. 


AlL peaceful Village | whoſe embow'ring ſhades, 
Thy ſacred Temple's deep retirement bound! 
Which Ev'ning's golden luſtre ſcarce pervades, 


While meek Religion hallows all around! 


While flowly-ſolemn ſounds the meaſur'd bell, 
Let Meditation claim the penſive hour; 
Thoſe lengthen'd tolls the ſimple ſtory tell 

Of Death, and ſome poor victim of it's pow'r. 


Thus ends the tale of Poverty or Pride! 
And thus the humble and the mighty fall ! 


Vapours 
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Vapours alike, they find, by fate allied, 
A little life, a little grave, their all ! 


What then avails to climb Ambition's ſteep ? 
Why mourn the vale obſcure of days to tread ? 

If Fortune gives, what death forbids to keep, 
And lends no ſhield to guard the favour'd head? 


Tho' poor the victim, who to peace deſcends, 
Within theſe ſilent chambers of the dead; 

Some faithful friend, his lowly rites attends, 
Who thro' long ſickneſs ſmooth'd his thorny bed; 


The flatt'ring med'cine who with care ſupplied ; 
Watch'd ev'ry wiſh, and ſigh'd to ev'ty figh ; 
Check'd the flow ebb of life's departing tide ; 
And clos'd the curtains of the ſightleſs eye. 


Mourn Grandeur, mourn ! and weep ye vain, ye proud ! 
Your train tho' Adulation's ſmiles attend : 
One heart fincere joins not the ſordid croud, 


While Poverty can never doubt a friend! 


How 


a 


How void ſucceſs | how weak it's pow'r to pleaſe 
| Let Diocletian's* proof or Cromwell's+ tell | 


Or diſappointed Charles, f who ſought for caſe, 
At laſt, within a coffin and a cell! 


O Ambition 


* Diocletian affords us the firſt example of a voluntary reſignation of Monarchical 
power. He retired to Salona in Dalmatia, to enjoy the ſerene repoſe of life's declining 
day; where innocent amuſements relieved his mind, * His anſwer, (ſays the Hiſtorian) 
to Maximian, is deſervedly celebrated. He was ſolicited by that reſtleſs old man, to 
reaſſume ihe reins of government and the Imperial purple. He rejected the temptation 
with a ſmile of pity, calmly obſerving, that if he could ſhew Maximian the cabbages 
which he had planted with his own hands at Salona, he ſhould no longer be urged to 


relinquiſh the enjoyment of happineſs for the purſuit of power,” Gibbon, 


+ Cromwell forms a contraſt to the former picture. The anxiety of mind, which 
ever tormented him after the ſucceſs of wicked ambition, is a poſitive proof that hap- 


pineſs can only aſſociate with innocence. 


+ The Emperor Charles the th, is a parallel to Diocletian. The one ſurrendered 
power from Satiety, the other from the diſappointment of ſtill greater ambition. He 
retired to the Monaſtry of St. Juſtus, © Into this humble retreat, hardly ſafficient for 
a comfortable accommodation of a private gentleman, did Charles enter, with twelve 
domeſtics only. He buried there, in ſolitude and ſilence, his grandeur, his ambition, 
together with all thoſe vaſt projects, which during half a century, had alarmed and agi 
tated Europe, filling every kingdom in it, by turns, with the terror of his arms, and the 
dread of being ſubjected to his power.“ Robertſon. 

His death was accelerated by the fictitious performance of his own obſequies; he was 


dreſſed in his ſhroud, and placed in his cothn, and joined in the prayers offered up for 


i''s own foul, 
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Ambition falls, and millions hail the day, 
While Mercy weeps for millions madly ſla in. 
From dying Tyrants, Flatt'ry turns away; 
No pity ſoftens Grandeur's ſplendid pain. 


Not all the pomp funereal rites ſupply, 
Where Art exhauſts the mockery of woe, 
Can e'er procure one pure, one unbought ſigh ; 


For wealthy death no artleſs ſorrows flow. 


In vain for thoſe rich ſculpture decks the urn, 


Or breathes in living ſtone with mimic art, 


For whom no ſympathetic boſoms mourn, 


For whom no anguiſh rends a tender heart. 


While friendſhip's ſighs, and tenderneſs ſincere, 
Our pangs may ſoften, where they cannot ſave; 
Cheer'd is the dying by each kindred tear, 

And faithful drops bedew the poor man's grave. 


More bright the tears by true affection ſhed, 


Than Morning's tremulous gems of balmy dew, 


Gay twinkling on the violet's purple bed: 
More bright by far, and more refreſhing too. 


And 
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And ſhall our ſighs diffolve in barren air? 


Nor ever reach the poor departed ear ? 
Are virtue's pangs beneath our future care ? 


Is death ſo dull as friendſhip not to hear? 


May not each tender pledge be mark'd above, 
The love that lives when worldly intereſts end? 
Reach to the ſeat of bliſs, and ſpirits move ? 


And aid in Heav'n the raptures of a friend ? 


For theſe as warm a Father's fondneſs lives, 
And filial tenderneſs is found more true : 
To cheriſh age it's cheerful help it gives, 


While intereſt keeps no Parent's death in view.“ 


See in the cot declining filver'd years, 
Nurs'd by the ſmiling family around | 
It's ſnow-top'd head mid ſtorms the mountain rears, 


While flow'rs fair blooming, at it's baſe are found. 


Behold the Mother fond ! howe'er oppreſs'd 
By want, or toil, and every ſhape of pain ; 
With ardour preſs her infant to her breaſt, 


And joy in rapture's moſt exalted ſtrain. 
See, 


Filius ante diem patrios inquirit in annos. Ovid. 
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See, how ſhe weeps and raves, with mad deſpair, 


When in the grave her darling child is laid! 


For all that Nature bears is Nature's heir, 


Tho' with no titles deck'd, or pomp array'd. 


And ſee the pious Child, of duteous mind, 
Watch the fick bed of Age with patient love ! 
Say, ye expecting heirs! are ye ſo kind ? 


Do ſuch fine feelings in your boſons move? 


Nor friendſhip's pow'rs alone their ſorrows heal ; 
Love too is theirs, beſt gift that Heav'n beſtows ! 
The mutual flame which artleſs looks reveal, 


Unſpoilt by Avarice more ardent glows. 


Love uncorrupt will ſordid gold diſdain ; 
Freedom's firſt-born, by Truth immortal made, 
Pines in the palace, yet delights to reign, 


Or in the moſs-grown cot, or myrtle ſhade. 


Pale Sickneſs flies nor harms the lowly ſhed, 
When chas'd by Labour from it's humble door. 
Sleep ſcorning greatneſs ſhuns the de vny bed, 
And gently dews the eye-lids of the poor. 


For 
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For theſe fair nature blooms as rich and gay, 


And Morning ſcatters fragrance round as ſweet ; . 


The ſun aſcends to meet the early day ; 
And the lark's carols theſe as ſprightly greet. 


Religion too it's lenient pow'r ſupplies ; 
Pours in the wounds of grief her balmy oil; 
Bids in oppreſſed breaſts ſweet hope ariſe, 


Of eaſe from pain, eternal reſt from toil. 


Theſe humble views no ſceptic doubts deſtroy, 
Or leave an irkſome void in all the ſoul. 
Life's rugged path is ſmooth'd by future joy, 


And pow'rs Divine it's jarring ſtorms controul, 


*+* Rejoice ye mean.” It is your Saviour's voice! 
I for the bruiſed ſoul have joys in ſtore ; 
«« Be glad ye meek, and ye that mourn rejoice ! 


* I come to preach my Goſpel to the poor.“ 


'Fo him as ſweet, the lily of the vale, 

As all the fragrance which Arabia yields. 

He takes the fingle mite, and from the gale, 
The new-dropt lamb his tender mercy ſhields, 


Oft 


1 


Oft as returning Sabbaths claim the day, 
Let meek and pure devotion here repair. 
God looks on all, who grateful tributes pay; 


On all, with equal eye and equal care. 


Then holy reverence awes this ſacred place, 
The tuneful bells that ſound in ſolemn chime, 
And Piety array'd in decent grace, 

Melt all the ſoul, all earthly thoughts ſublime. 


Here ardent pray'r aſcends by faith preferr'd, 
And leaves the noiſy, anxious world below. 


Here from the Preacher's lips the threat is heard, 


Or words of mercy ſweetly-ſoothing flow, 


Here Penitence rejoic'd wipes tears away, 
And ſtricken conſcience trembling guilt awakes. 
On raptur'd faith here future viſions play, 
And Sin reclaim'd, his thankleſs ways forſakes 


Ah mel that holy men ſhould c'er be cool! 
Such ſacred rites e'er negligence pervade ! 
Where zeal ſhould warm e'er dull indifference rule! 


Religion be the tool of intereſt made ! 


„ 


{hat e'er a ſimple flock, no ſhepherd's care, 
O'er barren rocks, mid devious paths ſhould ſtray 
Pant for the cooling ſtreams and paſtures fair! 


And harmleſs bleed, the nightly plunderer's prey 


But ſo it e er muſt be while Avarice reigns, 
And groſs Plurality in ſplendour ſhines ; 

While blind Preferment dulleſt ſloth maintains, 
And laughs to mark how friendleſs Merit pines. 


But ſoft, —the moon diffuſes peaceful light, 
And o'er the waves her trembling luſtre plays. 
Dim objects gleam thro' viſionary night, 

And ſtillneſs ev'ry wand'ring ſtep betrays, 


The ſocial cottage ſhoots a lengthen'd ray ; 

The neighbouring woods the night-bird's clamours fill ; 
Rock'd are the ſleepy ſongſters on the ſpray, 

And louder brawls the ſtream that turns the mill. 


Hence let me ſeek the ſweets of ſoft repoſe, 
Till the next dawn ſpread gladneſs thro' the ſkies. 
Peace crown the night, which laſt theſe eyes ſhall cloſe, 


And bliſs the morn, when from the tomb I riſe, | 
ELEGY 


G 112 5 
E LE GFT the Second, * 


SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN 


O N 


REVISITING THE PLACE 


OF 


A FORMER RESIDENCE, 


Oux bi d Y νοο rad non' Euripides. 


Vitæ ſumma brevis ſpem nos vetat inchoare longam. 
Horace. 


IT H ling'ring ſteps, irreſolute and low, 


While ſtruggling paſſions rend my wounded breaſt, 


Thoſe ſcenes I ſeek, where once unknown to woe, 


My fondeſt hopes were crown'd, my cares had reſt. 


Here once again let recollection trace, 
In all the luxury of unnotic'd griet, 
The intereſting features of the place, 


And give the ſwelling paſſions free relief. 


| | | Now 
* This E 1gy vas been twice publiſhed before this edition. 
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Now full ten tedious years have roll'd away, 


And healing Time applies it's lenient balm ; 
Tumultuous grief in reaſon finds allay, 


But ſettles in a melancholy calm. 


Ah! ſcenes of vaniſh'd bliſs! how ſweet were you 
What tranquil pleaſures did ye once beſtow ! 
Which now with chang'd ſenſations I review, 


Of poignant pain, of agonizing woe 


Here my Serena's preſence cheer'd each day ; 
Here night no ſolitary horrors ſpread ; 
Here ſmiling hours flew unperceiv'd away, 


With wonder oft encreaſing how they fled ! 


Here did I hope my lateft hours to ſpend, 
Far from the cumb'rous pomp of ſtate or pride; 
To ſhun the haughty, with ſome modeſt friend, 


And ſpread my door to virtuous mis'ry wide, 


Here did I hope with fond parental care, 
To ſee my offspring's mental bloſſoms riſe, 
With my Serena, in the taſk to ſhare, 
And train the blooming infants for the ſkies. 
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Such were my hopes —But ah! how ſoon they fled ! 
Nor fince has bliſs my vacant boſom known : 

In her mourn'd loſs, all ſenſe of joy is dead, 

And all the buds of hope, nipt, yet unblown. 


How oft with tranſport was my boſom fir'd, 
When near this happy ſeat of peace I drew ; 
When of the faithleſs forms of friendſhip tir'd, 


The abode of ſolid pleaſures met my view. 


How was I pleas'd to ſee the ſmoke aſcend, 
And curl it's blue miſt o'er the dark hill's fide; 
How pleas'd to ſee yon grove's thick branches bend, 


And from the public view my manſion hide. 


When the laſt ſtreaks of ſlow receding light, 
Above the duſky hills, were faintly ſeen, 
When the pale glow- worm ſhone ſercnely bright, 


And gradual darkneſs veil'd the rural ſcene. 


When Nature's ſoftneſs harmoniz'd my mind, 
How was I charm'd my pleaſing home to ſeek ; 
How charm'd congratulating love to find, 


With ſweetneſs una ffected, ſoft and meek. 
How 


(039 3 
How pleas'd amidſt the dark tempeſtuous night, 


When in the howling ſtorm returning late, 
To ſee my window ſhed the taper's light, 
And hear the watch-dog barking at the gate. 


Pleas'd to anticipate with fond defire, 
(Whilſt all around was dreary, cold, and wild) 
The circling pleaſures of the ev'ning fire, 


Where friendſhip met, and love connubial ſmil'd. 


There oft around our ſportive infants play'd, 
There oft we ſmil'd their harmleſs arts to ſee ; 
There oft with fond exchanging looks ſurvey'd, 


The traits of nature undiſguis'd and free. 


Then as I ſaw each young and budding grace, 
« Shall cer ſuch innocence and truth be loſt ? 
I cried :”* (whilſt feaiful tears bedew'd my face) 
Shall theſe on life's tempeſtuous ſeas be toſt. 


Then would I claſp the infants ro my arms, 
And with an anxious parent's warmth exclaim ; 
O ſave them gracious Heav'n from future harms |! 


O ſave them from the ſenſe of guilty pain! 
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But gentle mercy's Parent heard my prayer, 
In that ſafe way, which wiſdom deem'd the bet ; 
Heav'n has made them it's peculiar care, 


Snatch'd them from guilt and pain to endleſs reſt. 


Be ſtill my heart! impatient ſorrow ceaſe ! 
They might have liv'd to infamy betray'd ; 
They might have thus embitter'd all our peace; 


And all our cares ingratitude repaid. 


Farewell ye ſcenes of literary eaſe ! 
Where once I hop'd in ſofteſt peace to live; 
Ye now have loſt your wonted pow'r to pleaſe : 


For what but ſad remembrance can ye give ? 


Yon garden once did ſhare a mutual toil ; _ 
How did it's tender nurſelings claim our care | 
How did each grateful produce of the ſoil, 


Repay with beauty and with fragrance chear ! 


How oft where winds the path on yonder hill, 
With many a loit'ring ſtep we ſought the brow, 
As Ev'ning purpled o'er the Landſcape till, 


Enraptur'd gazing on the expanſe below. 


T here 


3 hm * 4 ' / 12 yo 1 
There varied objects chitind the dmiring light, 


The brightly catching lights, with b.yader thades, | 


2 
The wide extending Gen bluikuing bright, 


The woodland winding valcs, the ſwelling glades. 


Aſcending then, we ſaw new mountains riſe, 
Inincaſurably ſpread the op'ning view; 
Succeſſive hills beneath ſucceſſive ſkies ; 


And ftretch'd in endleſs ſpace ſtill diſtance grew. 


From nature then to moralizing led, 
„ Thus hope (we ſaid) deceives our reaſon's eyes; 
„ Illuded in it's paths, we onward tread, 


«© While diſtant bliſs retreating fades and flies.“ 


But bleſt is he no vagrant wiſh who knows, 
1 And vain and fruitleſs are the ſons of care ;” 
Then as we turn'd to where our cottage roſe, 


We ſmiling ſaid, ** ſure certain bliſs 1s there,” 


As now encreafing darkneſs round ine falls, 
And pitying night diſtills it's weeping dew, 
Beneath this Gothic pile, theſe ivy'd walls, 


Unſeen I'll bid their lov'd remains adieu. 
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O ſilent ſpot, which now contain'ſt my all ! 
Long may thy unmoleſted verdure grow 
Low mourning on thy yielding turf I fall, 


And bid my unreſtrained ſorrows flow. 


O my Serena once ſo ſoft and fair, 

Let this laſt tribute to thy ſhade be paid ! 

Hear thou theſe ſighs, —if thou perchance can'ſt hear, 
E'er yet my duſt with thine in peace be laid. 


Through varied life thy image never fades, 
Nor ever leſſens in the mental eye. 
On thee I dwell in ſolitary ſhades ; 
Nor loſe thee when to crouded ſcenes I fly. 


If in the nightly ſplendour of the ball 
I move, where rival fair ones proudly vie, 


I trace thy well known beauties in them all, 
And fadly ſeek ſome ſolitude to ſigh. 


If into foreign climes I vainly roam, 
And novelty from varied objects try, 
My buſy thoughts reſeek their wonted home 


And ficken at the vain variety. 


( 


If on the cloud-capt Alpine ſummits tread, 
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Where winds the paſſage on the mountain's brow, 
Where wildeſt nature's awful deſarts ſpread, 
And roaring cataracts dreadful daſh below : 


Theſe ſolemn ſcenes of ſadneſs ſuit my mind; 
Their awful wildneſs wakes my wilder woe ; 
And thus the mournful fource of grief I find; 
And ev'ry object pains where'er I go. 


When muſic breathes it's dying plaintive ſounds, 
With ſweetly melting notes, in movements flow, 
| Reſpondent feelings give their deepeſt wounds, 


My ſighs revibrate, and my ſorrows flow. 


Be ſtill For thus tis impious to repine | 
Can tranſient life afford eternal peace ? 
Tho' great my woe, ſeverer woes than mine, 


Pant for the day when all complaint muſt ceaſe. 


Misfortune finds it's eaſe in reaſon's aid, 


And ind Religion ſhews a better world; 


The hapleſs wretch alone, by treach'rous vice betray'd, 


In wildeſt tempeſts of deſpair is hurl'd, 


1 
Though that fine form entomb'd and faded lies, 


Her bright example ſtill remains in view; 
My Gurdian Angel now ſhe gilds the ſkies, 
And guides the path ſhe taught me to purſue. | 


And when we meet in endleſs joys above, 

How ſhall my ardent ſoul with rapture glow, 
With her who ſooth'd my mortal hours with love, 
And taught me all the bliſs of Heav'n to know ! 


ELEGY. 
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E LEG T the Third. 


THE TEN E ENT. 


Nulla reperabilis arte 


Læſa pudicitia eſt. Ovid, 


Ergo ego nec lachrymas matris moritura videbo ; 
Nec, mea, qui digitis lumina condat, erit. 
Spiritus infelix peregrinas ibit in auras ; 


Nec poſitos artus unguet amica manus, Ibid. 


E giddy train who baſk in thoughtleſs eaſe, 


Of vanity indulge each idle dream, 
Who diſſipate life's too uncertain days, 
Or gaily float down pleaſure's gliding ſtream. 


Look on this hard, this wretched bed of ſtraw | 
Where wedded long to miſery I lie! 
Let wiſdom hence the happy moral draw ; 


While gen'rous pity dews the virtuous eye. 
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No curtain ſhields my limbs from bitter cold ; 
No pitlow ſoft ſuſtains my fainting head ; 
The hourly clock by pain 1s fadly told ; 
Neglect already counts me with the dead. 


Sharp is the biting of the winter air, 
Thro' every cranny of the half-clos'd door; 


No med'cines are ſupplied by tender care ; 


No friendly foot e er treads this rugged floor. 


While round the ruſh-light now it's glimm'ring throws, 
And mocks the darkneſs of my dreary cell ; 
Deſpair fits grinning on my endleſs woes; 


And faſt my little candle waſtes as well. 


Death ſtands behind, and aims the ling'ring blow; 
And what kind hand theſe lifeleſs eyes ſhall cloſe ? 
What tears upon my tombleſs grave ſhall flow ? 


All breaſts, alas ! are female frailty's foes ! 


Ah loſt to finer ſenſe! ah cruel race! 


The blooming ſweets of innocence who ſpoil ! 
Repay love's caſy faith with vile diſgrace, 


And leave the ruin'd fair to worſe than toil, 


Far 
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Far down the ſinks in mis'ry's diſmal vale; 
For her no mercy drops the pitying tear ; 
Unfeeling Scorn diſdains her moving tale, 


And proud affected Virtue will not hear. 


See the loſt victim of a guilty flame, 
Spurn'd by her ſex, and turn'd from every door | 
Once erring forc'd to tread the paths of ſhame, 


Nor e'er allow'd the ways of honour more. 


Behold this form which guilty paſſion fed! 
How ſhrunk this cheek ! what famine in theſe eyes 
Ah ſee! upon this rugged flinty bed, 


The laſt remains of ruin'd beauty dies 


Yet this ſhrunk form a Parent's care ſuſtain'd, 
Enjoy'd a Mother's love the livelong day ; 
For me a fond paternal breaſt was pain'd, 


With pangs that virtue could alone repay. 


How was the morning pray'r for me prefer'd ? 
How fervent nightly bleſſings alk'd of Heav'n * 
Each wiſh prevented, and no will defer'd, 


And much by warm ſpontaneous bounty giv'n |! 


How 
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How wrung each pain of mine the tender heart ? 
Each ſmile of mine to them, how doubly ſweet ! 
No tieaſure could ſuch lively joy impart ! 


No muſic like my voice their ſenſes greet ! 


My lover too,—if he deſerv'd that name, 
How would he fondly praiſe ! how would he ſwear ! 


„The ſun was never puter than his flame, 


4 


My eyes than dawning morn were far more fair! 


4 


* 


How would he ſay, the roſe no charm could claim, 


«« But in the likeneſs of my damaſk cheek ; 


— — — 


* — w 
. 
= 
* 


c 


I” 2 —— 
28 . - — we — > * . — 
— germs Wy, = x _ 2 — * " * 4 — * — — 
$Y > - — * i <S = — — - 
. = «2 . = 8 » 2 — ” 


The lily only be extoll'd by fame, 
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Becauſe like me it look'd ſo fair and meek.” 
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I'ool that I was, to lend the willing car, 
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And think becauſe my ſoul was void of guile, 
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His love was true, his ardent vows fincere, 


Too fair is Art, when dreſs'd in Love's {weet ſmile ! 


Bleſt friends!] to you theſe groans can never reach, 
Within the quiet, cold, and ſenſeleſs grave ! 
Had I ne'er caus'd your tender boſoms pain, 


Your ſhelter might this head from ſuff 'ring fave. 
But 
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But if affliction ſharp can e'er atone, 
One fatal error, one miſtaken crime; 


Some heart may pity when this breath is gone, 


And ſweet forgiveneſs ſmile from Heav'n ſublime. 


Oft ſhiv'ring in the inhoſpitable ſtreet, 
The pangs of cold and hunger have I known; 
From pamper'd pride no pity could I meet, 


Which never feels for ſuff rings not it's own. 


How have I envied e'en the brutal race ? 
Beneath a ſhelter warm who cheriſh'd lay ! 
Envied the dog that in a maſter's face, 


Saw anſw'ring ſmiles his fondling tricks repay. 


Forlorn, rejected, I receiv'd no ſmile ; 
No friendly eye, alas! e'er beam'd on me, 
No chaſte careſſes did my cares beguile, 


For virtuous friendſhip ſhuns impurity. 


But hark—ſome diſtant murmurs reach my ear 
« From Heav'n's book thy fins are blotted all.” 
Death ſtrikes—but mid the gloomy realms of fear, 


A ray of mercy ſhoots to guide my foul, | 
ELEGY,. 
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E L E G Y the Fourth. 


WRITTEN 


In a Wood, 


Tantum inter denſas, umbroſa cacumina, fagos 
Aſſidue veniebat : ibi hazc incondita ſolus 


Montibus et ſylvis ſtudio jaftabat inani. Virgil. 


E ſoothing wilds! ye dark embow'ring ſhades ! 
Where ſtillneſs lone and ftrange enchantment dwell ! 
Where no rude ſound the penſive ear invades | 


No ruder ſteps the trains of thought diſpel ! 


Soft through your trembling leaves I trace the breeze, 
As in the ſhade the noon-tide Zephyrs play; 

Where op'ning viſtas through the diſtant trees, 

The golden glades illumin'd rich diſplay, 


Ah! 
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Ah ! why can you no more my thoughts employ ? 
Ah | why not lend as once a ſoft'ning power? 
Where is the calm delight, the feeling joy ? 
Which oft inſpir'd the long remember'd hour ? 


Why ſhould no more the woodland warblers cheer ? 
The breath of fragrant herbs, the bleating flocks ! 
Why ſhould I not with wonted pleaſure hear, 


The ſurge inceſſant beat the tree- crown'd rocks? 


Tis that the dreams of youth are now no more, 
And Manhood's ſober ſeaſon quenches joy; 
The purer rays of truth around me pour, 


Which fancy's fair illuſive ſcenes deſtroy. 


'Tis that the mind with gloomy cares o'ercaſt, 
Nips all the buds of hope and orient joys ; 
For all the future fears, pants for the paſt, 


And feeding on it's woes, itſelf deſtroys. 


So where yon beachen groves extend their ſhade, 
And long ſhed honours thickly ſtrew the ground, 
Beneath the unfriend!y gloom the tendrils fade, 


Nor vegetable life dares fuule around. 


For -- 
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With many a ſigh the feeling heart muſt pay; 
Time ſhews the ſtorm, that threatens o'er our heads, 


For every mental ray experience ſheds, 
And Memory tells how pleaſure fleets away. 
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ELEGY the Fifth, 


Monſtro quod ipſe tibi poſſis dare; ſemita certẽ 


Tranquillz per virtutem patet unica vitæ. 
J uvenal, 


ON LIFE. 


* 


F fleeting minutes ſwift our pleaſures fly; 
The gay etherial forms by fancy made, 
Like clouds deceptive in the evening ſky, 


Each moment change, and e'er diſtinguiſh'd fade, 


Behind the ſteps of youth dark Sorrow treads ; | 
Pale ſickneſs nips the roſe buds e'er they bloom; 
Froſt-chill'd the bloſſoms hang their penſive heads; 
For with'ring Beauty gapes the early tomb. 


The raptur'd breaſt elate with hope and gay, 
Shrinks at the chill, the melancholy pow'r; 
Loſt to the pleaſures of the cheerful day, 


In pain it pines, and waſtes the ling' ring hour. 
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If man in friendſhip's boſom ſighs to eaſe 

His weight of woe, and find in friendſhip reſt; 
A while, the gay, the flatt'ring viſions pleaſe ; 
But ſoon he mourns by ſhades of doubt oppreſs'd. 


Thus cheated in the Tropic's glaring light, 
The incautious traveller ſeeks his careleſs way ; 
With rapid fall deſcends the ſudden night, 
And inſtant fink the beams of treach'rous day. 


Far from his home he ſhakes with pallid fear, 
While dreadful darkneſs ſpreads it's awful wings ; 
At every ſtep the ſounds of death ſeem near; 
Fierce ſtarts the tiger and the ſerpent ſprings. 


Should we for eaſe of woe to love apply, 

And aſk a partner of our daily care ; 

What bliſs ſhall all the hours of love ſupply, 
When ſordid paſſions move the ſoft and fair? 


For oft the face which beauty's ſmiles adorn, 
With art conceals the wild empaſſion'd breaſt, 
Thus the gay ſhrub in ſweetneſs veils the thorn, 


When in it's rich and ſummer honours dreſt. 


Thus 
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Thus when the breathleſs morn, with orient glow, 
Spreads a fair calm o'er all the placid ſea, 

Reflected bluſhes anſw'ring ſhine below, 

And rob'd in ſoftneſs treads the riſing day. 


But ſhort, alas ! the mild, the tranquil ſcene, 
E'er noon the dark, the ſwelling ſtorm appears : 
Then alter'd Nature frowns with ſullen mein, 


With tempeſt ſhakes and melts in angry tears, 


* 


Vet joyleſs all his days; his proſpects vain, 
Who ſingly waſtes the ſolitary hour; 

In female ſoftneſs finds no balm of pain, 

Of faithful beauty knows no pleaſing pow'r. 


While Luxury points to artificial life, 
Chaſte joys of wedded love how few dare try! 


Unreal wants engender mutual ſtrife, 


And at the approach of care will rapture fly. 


Yet hence let none with ſhameleſs front preſume, 
Or licence bold to feed a lawleſs flame ; 
For ruin'd peace is female frailty's doom, 


And miſery haunts it thro' the paths of ſhame. 
The 
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The chryſtal ſtream of preſent pleaſure pure, 


Tho! vice diſtains, and poiſons as it flows, 
Yet virtue's tranquil pow'rs thro” life endure ; 
Perennial bliſs unfading ſhe beſtows. 


ELEGY 
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F1IEECY th Sik. 


TO THE 


NIGHTINGALE. 
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Sophocles. 


OW the ſtill hour of Meditation reigns; 
Awful in ſhades deſcends the penſive night; 


While folemn umbrage wraps the hills, the plains, 
And forms. fantaſtic cheat the dubious ſight. 


From op'ning clouds the moon majeſtic moves, 
And ſheds around her ſoft, her partial rays ; 
Strong burſts of brightneſs gleam among the groves, 


And on the waves a ſportive radiance plays. 


Amid 
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Amid the filent ſcene ſtalks pallid Fear; 
At ev'ry ſound ſhe ſtarts, at ev'ry breath ; 
Each diſtant ſound, each breath ſhe fancies near, 


And in the doubtful object pictures death. 


Scarce can ſhe hear the diſtant torrent's brawl, 
Steal murm'ring down the ſolitary vale ; 

Or the ſoft ruſtling leaves, with gentle fall, 
Betray the ſecret wand'rings of the gale. 


Clos'd is the lid of ev'ry ſleeping flow'r, 

Frugal of ſweets which ſoon muſt waſte and fade; 
80 merit ſhrinks, upheld by no kind pow'r, 

And droops unnotic'd in the lonely ſhade. 


But lift !—the night's ſweet ſongſter tunes her throat 
And breaks the filence of the ſolemn ſcene ! 
Thro' all the air the ſounds of muſic float, 


And mimic echoes play each pauſe between, 


Congenial is thy tale, O bird of woe! 
- Now. with a dying fall! now ſwelling near ! 
Again let all thy notes of ſorrow flow ! 


Trill thro' the air, and reach my raptur'd ear! 


Again 
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Again I hear the melancholy ſtrain |! 
The melody of voice, ſweet concord make ! 
Again I feel a ſympathy of pain 


And at thy ſtrains my latent ſorrows wake 


Why ſhould'ſt thou, plaintive Nightingale, complain ? 
Why mourn with nature thro' each nightly hour : 
Thy little heart knows only tranſient pain, 

The caſual ſhaft of momentary pow'r. 


Doſt thou then feel a parent's anxious care ? 

Does hapleſs love diſturb thy gentle breaſt ? 

Have thy young offspring fall'n in treachery's ſnare ? 
Or does ſome ſecret ſorrow ſpoil thy reſt ? 


To thee is tranſient ev'ry painful ſenſe, 
For kind oblivion ſoon wall bring relief ; 
Returning ſpring ſhall untried joys diſpenſe, 


And a new lover's raptures heal thy grief, 


But, ah ! of human woe ſharp is the ſting ! 
It's pangs afflictive Memory will reſtore ! 
At her reviving touch, to life they ſpring ! 


From darkneſs wake, and wake to ſleep no more 
| ELEGY 
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Amid the filent ſcene ſtalks pallid Fear ; 
At ev'ry ſound ſhe ſtarts, at ev'ry breath ; 


Each diſtant ſound, each breath ſhe fancies near, 
And in the doubtful object pictures death. 


Scarce can ſhe hear the diſtant torrent's brawl, 
Steal murm'ring down the ſolitary vale; 

Or the ſoft ruſtling leaves, with gentle fall, 
Betray the ſecret wand' rings of the gale. 


Clos'd is the lid of ev'ry ſleeping flow'r, 


| Frugal of ſweets which ſoon muſt waſte and fade ; 
| So merit ſhrinks, upheld by no kind pow'r, 


| And droops unnotic'd in the lonely ſhade. 


But liſt !—the night's ſweet ſongſter tunes her throat 
| And breaks the filence of the ſolemn ſcene ! 
Thro' all the air the ſounds of muſic float, 


And mimic echoes play each pauſe between, 


Congenial is thy tale, O bird of woe ! 
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Now with a dying fall! now ſwelling near | 


Again let all thy notes of ſorrow flow! 
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Trill thro' the air, and reach my raptur'd ear 
Again 


(gp: 
Again I hear the melancholy ſtrain ! 


The melody of voice, ſweet concord make ! 
Again I feel a ſympathy of pain 


And at thy ſtrains my latent ſorrows wake 


Why ſhould'ſt thou, plaintive Nightingale, complain ? 
Why mourn with nature thro' each nightly hour: 
Thy little heart knows only tranſient pain, 

The caſual ſhaft of momentary pow'r. 


Doſt thou then feel a parent's anxious care ? 

Does hapleſs love diſturb thy gentle breaſt ? 

Have thy young offspring fall'n in treachery's ſnare ? 
Or does ſome ſecret ſorrow ſpoil thy reſt ? 


To thee is tranſient ev'ry painful ſenſe, 
For kind oblivion ſoon will bring relief ; 
Returning ſpring ſhall untried joys diſpenſe, 


And a new lover's raptures heal thy grief. 


But, ah ! of human woe ſharp is the ſting ! 
It's pangs afflictive Memory will reſtore } 
At her reviving touch, to life they ſpring ! 


From darkneſs wake, and wake to ſleep no more! 
| ELEGY 
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E LEG Y the Seventh. 


O N 


A WOOD-LARK, 
WANTONLY SHOT. 


Victima nil miſerantis Orci. 
Horace. 


AY, bluſh not wiſdom, at this falling tear! 


Which pity to an humble creature gives! 
Tho' mean the object, yet the mind fincere, 


For every woe with equal feeling lives ; 


Vibrates at ſoft compaſſion's gentleſt call, 
And all the world of nature makes it's care; 
Alike it mourns, if but a ſparrow fall, 


Or gentle {uffering ſheds a ſingle hair: 
Clos'd 
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Clos'd is thine eye; it's luſtre faded grows 
Thy charming notes, poor bird, no more we hear ! 
No pity death on innocence beſtows ; 


E'en concord cannot ſooth his ſenſeleſs ear. 


Sweet bird !—'twas kind our woods among, 
Thy downy neſt, thy ſoft abode to make ; 

To cheer theſe ſcenes of wildneſs with thy ſong, 
And keep the charmed liſt'ning night awake. 


Yet kindneſs oft will meet an hard return, 

When coldneſs and ingratitude requite ; 

The flame which goodneſs lights will weakly burn, 
When torpid breaſts receive the ſoft delight. 


Yet let not charity reluctant raiſe 
The tender plant, which aſks it's nurſing care ; 
Some fragrance will the incenſe give of praiſe ; 


Some fruits delight ; ſome bloſſoms open fair. 


The light that ſhines in warm reflection glows ; 
The grateful ſea it's feeding ſtreams reſtores ; 
Oft mercy meets the mercy it beſtows ; 

To higher rapture, mutual rapture ſoars, 


8 


Oh! 
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Oh ! had he err'd the fatal tube who aim'd ! 
And with thy crimſon blood diſtain'd the ſnow ! 


Sacred to thee yet let the ſpot be claim'd, 
And there let Spring's firſt bloſſoms ever blow. 


Poor is the pride of all deſtructive ſkill, 
And mean the triumph that it boaſts to gain ; 
Tho' proud Ambition thouſands joys to kill, 


And ruthleſs Luft pure innocence to ſtain. 


Swift is the flight of bliſs! ſoon as the ſpring 
Again had giv'n her charms to wanton May, 
Oft did I hope to ſit and hear thee ſing, 

And waſte beneath thy favourite thorn the day. 


Or when the ſilent night to reſt conſign'd, 

The weary flocks and tenants of the grove, 

Thy ſong to muſing might have tun'd my mind, 
Or rais'd the tender ſympathy of love. 


While ſportive Fairies by their wonted lamp, 
The glow-worm's ſhine, or chaſte moon's pallid ray ; 
Might ceaſe their roundelay o'er meadows damp, 


And liſt in filence to thy plaining lay. 


Where 
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Where is the briſk, the volant ſpirit fled ? 
Which flutter'd thro' the woods elate and gay ? 


Is all that ſprightly airy motion dead ? 
And all that melody but lifeleſs clay? 


Theſe ſuff rings how ſhall wiſdom reconcile ? 
Conſole the afflicted, for a life of pain ? 
Shall no reward atone the treatment vile ? 


Which dumb and helpleſs patience muſt ſuſtain *? 


Are humbler creatures doom'd from day to day, 
The cumb'rous load to bear or cruel blow ? 
The pointed knife ſhall uſeful acts repay ? 

Nor future bliſs the tortur'd ſpirit know ? 


If reaſon ſtill the pleaſing hope deny, 
Let the fond wiſh live in the poet's lays : 
Let the kind Muſe the fancied bliſs ſupply, 


Be her's of gen'rous charity the praiſe, 


Then may ſhe hope that thou, poor bird! may'ſt live, 
In more than fancy's airy regions bleſt ; 
W here man no more a fatal wound can give, 


And endleſs muſic glads thy bliſsful reſt. 


ODE 
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ODE the Firſt. 
TO THE | | 


 RED- BREAST. 


Zu dt Tims Beoroun ; 
Anacreon, 


WEET bird | companion of mankind | 
I hail thee with a grateful mind, 


As to my cot thou draweſt near ! 

O enter then devoid of fear 

And peck the crumbs of ſcatter'd bread, 
Which wanton waſte has idly ſhed ; 
And in thy careful gathering ſhew 

A leſſon, which the rich ſhould know, 
That He, who makes thee e'er his care, 
Bids man for deeds of mercy ſpare ; 

Bids Luxury ſtay it's mad career, 


And learn the aching heart to cheer ; 
That 
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That e' en the refuſe of it's ſtore, 

May bleſs the hungry and the poor ; 
That God has nothing made in vain, 

Nor waſtes on earth a ſingle grain, 
Which does not feed, —ſo great his care 


Some commoner of earth, or air. 


Then peck at eaſe, and take thy fill, 


For winter frowns and all is chill; 


Faſt falls the ſnow, and cold the ſkies, 


And all below in ruin hes. 


When Autumn's eve declining flow, 
Paus'd on the hills as loath to go, 

Oft have I mark'd thy plaintive ſong, 
The cloſe lane walks or woods among. 
Or from the cottage thatch moſs grown, 


Have heard thy artleſs notes, well known ! 


While all was warm and all was till ; 


Save thee, and fave the giddy rill, 
Which hurrying it's impatient tide, 
Ruſh'd down the ſloping meadow's fide ; 
No idle ſtream, - with ceaſeleſs ſound, 


It turn'd the pond'rous mill-wheel round. 


When 
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When in my garden's ſhady ſeat, 


I ſought from noiſe a green retreat ; 
My arbour near thou oft haſt ſung, 
Where cluſt ring honeyſuckles hung; 
Whoſe perfumes floating in the air, 


Made crimſon ev'ning ſweet as fair. 


O ſocial bird ! thou com'ſt to prove, 
The force of gratitude and love. 
Seeking ſometimes the rich man's door, 
More oft the cottage of the poor. 

To thee is ſuperſtition kind, 

Would it were ever ſo inclin'd ! 

For liſping children early taught, 

A tale with Heaven-born pity fraught, 
Ott awe-ſtruck hear with dread alarm, 


That none the bird of God may harm ; 


Who once, when two poor infants ſtray'd, 


By a vile uncle's arts betray'd, 
And hand in hand throughout a wood, 


Made berries wild their daily food ; 
Went wand'ring, weeping, fide by ſide, 


'Till arm in arm they ſunk and died ; 
T 
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Did bring green branches for a tomb, 

And deck with flowers of faiteſt bloom, 
Thoſe ſmiling faces late more fair: 

But death, no ſmiles could tempt to ſpare | 


And eld rever'd, in ruſtic verſe, 


The piteous moving tale rehearſe ; 


Which on the cottage wall is hung, 
The fire around of winter ſang. 

There then forgetful of ſoft ſleep, 
Young mercy's children learn to weep. 
For early pity ſmooths the breaſt ; 
With innocence ſhe loves to reſt, 

And breathes her whiſpers in the mind, 
Tho' ne'er by ſtudied art refin'd. 
And ſo to glad the barren gloom, 
Gay flow'rs mid dreary deſerts bloom. 


Should'ſt thou advance poor trembling fool, 


To peck within the village- ſchool, 
Each luckleſs wight would ſhudd'ring fear, 
To harm the bird to God moſt dear; 


And full of reverential awe, 


To thee the votive crumb would throw. 


Sacred 
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Sacred to God thy days appear ; 
Devoutly ſpent his Altar near. 
For in the church oft art thou found, 


To join the organ's ſolemn ſound. 


And when the note of praiſe ſwells high, 


To mix thy artleſs minſtrelſy. 

O may thy warbled prayer aſcend 

To him, who taught me to defend 
From harm, not only thee, but all, 
Who might on my protection call! 
Twas in his works J learnt to ſpare, 
Where love and mercy blended are. 
Then may our Maker ſhelter me ! 

As I, poor bird ! would ſhelter thee |! 


ODE 
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O D E the Second. 


TO EVENING. 


Et jam ſumma procul villarum culmina fumant, 
Majorcſque cadunt altis de montibus umbræ. 


Vir gil. 


EACE-BREATHING Evening ! ſtudious Power! 
Oft let me court thy muſing hour ! 
Note thee o'er daiſied meadows tread 
With penſive ſtep ; or on the bed 
Of violets blue or cowllips gay, 
Taking thy ſlowly-ling'ring way. 
While not a blade of tendereſt green, 
And not a nodding flow'r is ſeen, 
To ſhrink beneath thy printleſs feet. | 
While ſoft thy bluſh ! thy breathing ſweet ! 
The ſleepy flow'rs now aſk repoſe, 


And haſte their painted lids to cloſe, 
| In 
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In ev'ry eye a lucid tear, 

Bright Fairy-jewels, ſparkles clear ; 

Tears that catch the ſetting beams, 

Reflecting light's diverging ſtreams ; 

Farewell tears to parting day, 

Who o'er mountains ſteals away ; 

Tears as bright as virgins are, 

When lovers part, oppreſs'd by care; 

When oft they turn and bid adieu, 
And ſigh their length'ning ſteps to view; 

Where winds the path acroſs the meads, 

That to the neighbouring hamlet leads. 


Liſt'ning meantime thy ſhades among, 
Thou hear'ſt the ſpeckled throſtle's ſong ; 
Or teaching miſts their light-blue way, 
Along the winding vales to ſtray ; 
Or markeſt how acroſs the glades, 
Stretch out the mountain's length'ning ſhades ; 
While pipes the Shepherd on it's brow, 
And caſts a Giant's length below. 


Within thy thin tranſparent veil, 


Thou doſt each object half conceal ; 
The 
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The purple hill, the village tow'r, 
Wrapt in the ſun- beams ſeeming ſhow'r; 
The far- off town, the river bright, | 
That winds a vein of golden light ; 
Where ſoft in airy colours gay, 

The liquid landſcape melts away. 


And ſo behind her veil of gauze, 
Young blooming beauty ſoftly awes. 


Now ſilence huſhing all the air, 
Makes every diſtant ſound more clear. 
The whiſtling blackbird's louder trill, 
The woodman's ſtroke, the infant rill, 
That ruſhes down the ſhady dell ; 
The fleecy wand'rers tinkling bell; 
The torrent hoar with foaming flow, 
Whence miſt-clad coolneſs riſes ſlow ; 
While bleating groups the vallies fall, 
And whiten o'er the wood- ſide hill. 


Now the Sun from clouds of grey, 
Sudden burſts a glorious ray ; 
Gilds the trees, the mountain's head, 


The flocks, on thymy fragrance fed. 


While 
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While at his window's fiery blaze, 
Starts the ſwain with frighted gaze; 
And childiſh fancy pictur'd ſces, 

The cloudy landſcape's amber trees, 
How rich thoſe beams in vivid light! 
In pure unrivall'd tints how bright! 
The ſun c'er yet he ſinks to reſt, 

In crimſon chambers of the weſt, 
Liſts to the muſic of the air; 

The warbled voice of nature's prayer! 
Smiles at the grateful ſymphony, 

And ſmiles, fair Nymph ! with love on thee, 
Thoſe ſplendid courts mean time within, 
The feſtive hours the dance begin : 
Rejoic'd his fiery courſe is run; 
Rejoic'd their daily taſk is done. 
Theſe ſcenes above mid purer ſkies, 
Where rocks, primeval worlds, ariſe, 
The Hermit chants his Veſpers rude, 
To deſert-loving Solitude. 

Conceives within that ruby light, 
The Heav'ns fair op'ning to his ſight ; 


Seraphic 
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Seraphic ranks, a glorious ſhew, 
On thrones of jacinth ſeem to bow; 


Hears on each craggy cliff around, 


Or thinks he hears—ſweet harpings ſound. 


Now ſcarce the air a breath can feel; 
Abroad no vagrant breezes ſteal; 
And not a leaf is ſeen to ſhake; 

And not a dimple curls the lake; 
Saving ſometimes a ſpreading ring, 
From leaping fiſh or ſwallow's wing. 
And nature ſmiles reflected fair, 

To trace her beauteous image there. 
The mill, the Gothic ſpire deſcend, 
And in the glaſſy mirror bend. 

Trees that around depending grow, 


All meet the anſw'ring ſkies below. 


Tis now the Painter loves to ſtray, 
Or Poet loſe his muſing way; 
Ideal ſhapes as fancy takes, 

While fixing every form he makes, 
His own the momentary ſcene, 


In thought's immortal colouring green. 


To 
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To him congenial 'tis to trace, 


The genuine features of each place ; 
To mark how rich in golden ſtreaks, 
The ſun behind the woodland breaks ; 
The cottage ſmoke, the antique ſeat, 
Where clouds of homeward rooks retreat; 
To ſee the woodman on his road, 
For evening fuel bring his load; 
With conſtant dog that runs behind, 
The faithful friend of human kind; 
The burthen'd aſs condemn'd to bear, 
Oppreſſive toil for ſcanty fare; 
The milk-maid eye with female pride, 
The ruſtic lover by her ſide; 
The whiſtling boy with fragrant kine, 
The wild-flow'r wreath intent to twine 
Or rob the harmleſs ſongſter's neſt. 
Ah cruel rage of infant breaſt ! 
Or waggon's team with bells that chear ; 
A pleaſing charm to labour's ear! 
Langour that ſteal, and ſtrength ſupply, 
Such is the pow'r of harmony l 

U 
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He loves in ſome ſequeſter'd ſpot, 

To find remote the wood-ſide cot: 
Whence blooming full of ruddy health, 
The peeping children look by ſtealth. 
To him too, ſweet the ſmalleſt grace, 
Of nature's ever charming face. 

The moſs that with it's various dyes, 
The ſtone or bark of tree ſupplies ; 
The hare-bells purple carpet ſpread, 
Where groves o'er-canopy his head ; © 
The cloſe-lane's chequer'd ſunny gleam, 
The gnats quick glancing in the beam ; 
The ſimple flow'rs that deck the hedge ; 
Or nod upon the rivulet's edge ; 

The ſporting inſets in the ſtream, 
Emblems of life's erroneous dream 
That round and round inceſſant play ; 
Impreſſive mark their inſtant way, 

Yet leave no traces on the wave ; 

Like Pride forgotten in the grave. 
Theſe in the inſtructive lay combin'd, 
Supply with food the moral mind. 


Nor 
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Nor does he willing quit the plains, 


While yet a ray of light remains. 
Till twilight with her ſtilling pow'r, 
Holds in ſuſpence the doubtful hour; 
And the erring beetle's flight, 
Sudden, ſtrikes the traveller's ſight. 


Then next the riſing moon he views, 


Caſt froſt-like rays upon the dews. 
Pleas'd mid the ruin's crumbling wall, 
To mule of ſuperſtition's fall 

And from the ivy as he ſtrays, 

The predatory owl to raiſe. 

While all athwart the gloom it ſeems, 
Ideal ſhapes fill lucid beams. 

And when from tranſitory care, 
Attemper'd all his paſſions are; 

The world he ſecks to give thought birth ; 
Virtue to aid, or chaſten mirth. 


ODE 
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O DE the Third. 


WRITTEN NE AR 


A ſolitary Chapel. 


—— Rettius occupat - 
Nomen beati, qui Deorun 
Muneribus ſapienter uti, 
Duramque callet pauperiem pati, 


Pejuſque letho flagitium timet. 


w_=e ſcene ! where Evening's ſober rays, 
*— Shed ſoftneſs round as light decays ; 
Where no rude clam'rous voice I hear, 

And only nature ſtrikes my ear 

The diſtant rook'ry and the rill 

That winds it's ſtream beneath the hill ; 

The finch, it's ſcarlet throat that ſtrains, 
While on the ſpray the linnet plains, 


Horace, 


Or 
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Or homeward Labour's ſong, who ſees, 
His ſmoaking cot among the trees : 
Thy ſounds a pleaſing change ſupply, 
And ſeal in fleep the Day's bright eye 


How oft at eve, ſchool labours done, 
Have I enjoy'd the ſetting ſun ! 

Upon the hill yon tow'r behind, 
With gorgeous glow it's fire declin'd 
And gilding all this antique fane, 
Shone on the Chapel's ruſtic pane ; 
And thro' the windows ſtreaming bright, 
Diffus'd a fill and holy light. 

Then muſing up yon ſlope would view, 
The nimble deer, who converſe flew |! 
Where the cloſe paddock burniſh'd lay, 
By evening's laſt refulgent ray! 

And mark the rivulet thro' the vale, 
It's light-green progreſs playful ſteal ! 
Now peeping forth to fight and then 
Hiding abaſh'd it's ſtreams again ! 
Here have I ſtray'd on books intent, 
While Virgil graceful painting lent ; 
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Made nature more enchanting fair, 
And gain'd from her a wilder air. 
And Milton, Pope, or penſive Gray, 


Sweet warbler of the moral lay! 


Pure hours! when hope enrich'd the mind 


Now flown—and what is left behind ? 
The boſom by experience torn, 

That ſteals a joy, but plants a thorn, 
A waking ſenſe of truth too plain, 
That vainly ſighs to dream again. 


Can wiſdom nothing then ſupply ? 
Muſt happineſs with manhood die ? 
The promiſe of a future hour, 

Good not enjoy'd, when in our pow'r ? 
Can life mature no pleaſure bring ? 
Like ſwallows ever on the wing. 

Muſt we the golden hope purſue ? 

Still flying us, yet till in view ? 


No more, O impious man, complain |! 


All earthly pleaſures are not vain. 
If e'er we fail in ſearch of bliſs, 


It is becauſe we chooſe amiſs. 


Too 
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Too certain ills will paſſion breed; 
To vice muſt error e'er ſucceed. 

Lo Vanity ! that bubbles blows ! 
And as they ſwell, delighted grows ! 
Purſuing while they gaily fly, 

And idly weeping as they die ! 

See, Pride! to heav'n in vain aſpire, 
On venturous wings, that never tire ! 
Thence hurl'd, tis moody madneſs now, 
Chain'd on the naked earth below ! 
See Avarice |! on all that preys ! 

Envy ! that finds and gives no eaſe ! 
Theſe are the fatal ſtorms of ſtrife, 
Which vex the ſmoother ſea of life. 


True bliſs is like the baſhful brood 
Of doves, that haunt the ſilent wood. 
It flies from noiſe to quiet rare ; 
From paſſion's reign and buly care; 
From empty ſhew and vain defire ; 
However varied doom'd to tire. 

That forces ſmiles but inward pines ; 


A blaze conſuming as it ſhines, 


Bliſs 
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Bliſs treads the haunt of pureſt love; 
In friendſhip's walks delights to move ; 
The ſocial fire of kindneſs ſeeks ; 
Dimples in hoſpitable cheeks ; 

Dwells in the heart devoid of guile ; 
And lights of harmleſs mirth the ſmile, 
Or led by charity to woe, 

Bids it with ſudden luſtre glow ; 

And finds it's friendly boſom burn, 
With thankful raptures kind return. 

It loves to ſearch the ſoft retreat, 

Of meditation's ſtudious ſeat ; 

Lives in the mind that inward looks, 
And ſtudies nature, men, or books ; 
Learns the great taſk low thought to raiſe, 
To heav'nly converſe and it's praiſe ; 
Whether in life's moſt hopeleſs dale, 
Or wafted by a proſperous gale ; 

Or led by philoſophic night, 

To wander in her ſtarry light, 

And reas'ning ſtrengthen mental ſight. 


Or 
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To bruſh the morning's early dews, 

Or at the evening's cloſe to muſe ; 

Which gives to weary toil repoſe, 

Who then to balmy couches goes. 

There dreams, children of ſleep and night, : 
Ariſe on airy pinions light ; | | q 
Such pleaſing forms and fancies take, 
That pleas'd conception ſighs to wake. 19 
But Bliſs flies far from folly's brood, 
From idleneſs, and ſeeks the good. 

The vacant mind creates a train 


Of vaporiſh ills, and ſeeming pain. 


Life it is true has forms of woe; 

But lightly felt they lightly go. 

Theſe ſilent manſions of the dead, | 
Whoſe graſſy graves my feet now tread, 
Prove that tis folly to complain, 

Of mortal momentary pain. 

Ingratitude may wound the heart, 
With ſecret treachery's ſharpeſt dart ; 
Love unreturn'd may ſlowly pine; 


Hope wait for days which never ſhine ; 


: FR Yet 
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Vet theſe are ills we well can bear, 
Compar'd to guilt's corroſive care. 
Affliction's ſtings are ſoft to ſenſe, 


Dipt in the bali of innocence ! 


ODE 
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O D E the Fourth. 


TO THE 


R OS E. 


Pe don, & pepic roy wvhos* 


poor, ELIXPOS MENN(AQE» Anacreon. 


AIR flow'r! gay Summer's lovelieſt child! 
Nurs'd by warm hours and ſeaſons mild |! 

Of all the vegetative race, 
None boaſt ſuch ſoft, ſuch winning grace 
The pureſt ſpirit of the dew, 
Steals o'er thy face, of lovely hue ; 
And there enrich'd and bluſhing bright, 
Forms trickling gems of purple light ; 
Like tears upon my Mira's cheek, 
When pity wounds her boſom meek. 
To her is kindred every woe 


Oft have I ſeen for me too flow 


Far 
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Far brighter, dearer drops than thine: 
How bleſs'd then I who call her mine! 


The ſofteſt children of the wind, 

Young gales, to mirth and ſport inclin'd, 
Light waving the tranſparent wing, 

To thee the ether's treaſures bring. 

The genaal gift thy pow'rs repay, 

And make more ſweet their odorous way ; 
Returning kiſſes as thou'art woed, 


Warm'd by the ſoul of gratitude. 


Is it for us thy charms are ſpread ? 
For us alone ſuch incenſe ſhed ? 

To pleaſe the mortal ſons of care ? 
Or for ſome Spirits of the air ? 
Offsprings of immortality, 

From groſs and cumbrous bodies free ? | 
Inviſible as ſcent or ſound, 

Yet filling all the air around? 
Floating on beams of golden day ? 
Or on the pale moon's chaſter ray? 
Alike thou openeſt fair to light; 

Or to the ſolemn ſuited night: 


Too 
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Too ſweet alone for caſual taſte ! 


To bluſh unknown, or vainly waſte l 


Chaſte flow'r ! why do we priſe thee more, 


Than all the ſweets of nature's ſtore? 
Than gaudier forms of ſplendid glow, 
Which in the burning tropic blow ? 
It is thy ſeeming purity, 

O emblem fair of chaſtity ! 

Thy days of budding innocence ; 

Thy delicate and conſcious ſenſe, 
Which no impurer breath can bear ; 
No rude aſſault of wanton air. 

It is that unaffected grace, 

That blooms in thine and Mira's face. 


But in thoſe colours, doom'd to fade, 
A painful moral may be read! 

Too ſoon the faireſt forms decay 

Too ſoon will rapture haſte away 

But liſt - ſome whiſpers meet my car, 


Tis ſurely wiſdom's voice I hear | 


% For 


166) a 


« For fleeting pleaſures ceaſe to grieve, 
“True purity ſhall ever live. 

“ The roſe, the roſe, alone muſt die, 
« Thy Mira bloflom in the ſky.” - 


ODE 
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ODE the Fifth. 


1 O 


INNOC'ENC E. 


£jADIys By, ü un WHEYRAWS 


Oxupws Y en xalaynexaoxey. 
Euripides, 


AUGHTER of Heav'n ! fair lovely child! 
Of manners pure, of temper mild! 
Where art thou pleas'd to ſtray ? 
O quit thy lov'd, and ſtill retreat! 
Thy quiet, and ſequeſter'd ſeat ; 
And guide my dubious way! 


Come, with thy beauteous ſmiling train ! 
Undaunted Truth, which knows no ſtain ! 


And young immortal Health ! 


With undiſguis'd Simplicity ! 
And Modeſty, with downcaſt eye; 


Suſpicious of herſelf ! 
O deign, 
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O deign, with me and peace, to dwell |! 
My frugal board, my humble cell, 

Bleſs with thy chearing ſmiles ! 
Pale Fear ſhall fly, and anxious Care : 
And treach'rous Vice in vain prepare 


Her captivating wiles. 


My lowly roof ſhall ne'er reſound, 
With Riot's loud, and vulgar ſound, 


And mad intemperate joy. 
My days ſhall know no bitter woes ; 
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Thy dreams my hours employ. 


Peace ſhall her downy wings extend, 
My humble cottage to defend, 

And ſcatter bleſſings rare. 
Eternal greens ſhall cloath the ground ; 
Eternal ſweets ſhall breathe around F 


And laſting ſpring be there. 


Each morn ſhall then with artleſs note, 
The red-breaſt ſwell it's little throat, 
Perch'd on the ſtraw built ſhed. 


And 
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And oft, to purer boſoms dear 
With hoſpitable faith draw near, 
And peck the ſcatter'd bread. 


Say in what lone and ſilent vale, 


Thou hear'ſt the wood-dove's plaintive tale, 


From crowded cities far | 
Where Luxury keeps no ſplendid court! 
Where Pride and Avarice ne'cr reſort : 
The guilty fiends of War. 


Or doſt thou love in pairs to bind, 

With flow'ry wreath, the fleecy kind ? 
Or nurſe them in thine arms ? 

Or elſe in harmleſs play enfold, 

The {| iral ſerpent's ſcales of gold? 


Or venom'd tooth diſarm ? 


Or on the morning's violet bed, 
O lamb of peace | lean'it thou thy head, 
Io catch the luſcious gale ? 
Or where the ſummer heats diſcloſe, 
The jaſmine fair, the budding roſe, 
And lily of the vale ? 
Y 


Or 
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Or doſt thou ſeek the hoary ſage, 
Within his moſs-grown hermitage, 
Where ſimple nature reigns ? 
For whom no ſlaughter'd victims bleed; 
Whoſe drink the ſpring, whoſe couch the reed; 
Whom hope reſign'd ſuſtains ? 


With thee thro' varied life I'll go; 
Nor pain, nor fear, can ever know, 
Though Danger ſtalks in view: 
Though livid lightnings ſhoot around; 
Or awful thunder ſhakes the ground; 
A ſteady path Pur ſue. | 


Stern Juſtice rob'd in dread array, 
Unmov'd I'll view without diſmay ; 

| With fix'd unalter'd face. 
Though accuſation quick o'er ſpread, 
* glowing cheeks with modeſt red; 


Reſenting virtue's grace. 


And if the wilderneſs J tread, 
And ſolemn ſhades around me ſpread, 


Oh be thou ever nigh ! 


Thy 
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Thy preſence ſhall diſpel the gloom ! 
The heath ſhall bluſh with ſudden bloom ! 
And brightneſs beam from high |! 


And when this pulſe ſhall ceaſe to beat, 
'T his boſom loſe it's vital heat, 

And wearied nature dies ; 
Guided by thee to realms above, 


My ſoul enlarg'd ſhall freely move; 
And reach thy native ſkies. 
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OD E the Sixth. 


TO THE 


VIOLET. 


— Sas Ts Kbps 


Trept ra. Nakois wuNois, 


XapiTeoo: gvy xopeuuys 
Anacreon, 


RAGRANT flow'r ! of modeſt face! 
Siſter of a numerous race | 
Spreading widely thro' the ſhade ! 
Gay in mantling blue array'd ! 
Softeſt couch for airy love ! 
When it ſeeks the ſecret grove | 
While around thee breezes play, 
Kindled by the warmth of day ! 


And the bee the nectar ſips, 


Dropping from thy honied lips ; 
Murmuring. 
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Murmuring as he toils along; 
To him perhaps a ruder ſong. 
Labour has no nicer ear ! 
Cheering notes it loves to hear ! 
Induſtry finds eaſy joy | 

Idle pleaſures ſooneſt cloy ! 


Balmy breather ! ſweeteſt ſmiler ! 
Of ſenſe the ſoft beguiler ! 
Born to bloſſom, doom'd to fade! 
Worth neglected in the ſhade ! 
Bloom thy fleeting life away, 
Simple, innocent, and gay. 
Not in vain thoſe odours waſte, 


Which heaven's breath will deign to taſte. 


O may I it's ſhades among ! 

Quit of life the buſy throng ! 

Then like thee and free from ſtate, 
Still be harmleſs if not great ! 
Chearful incenſe breathe around, 
And in charity abound | 

When my vital powr's decreaſe, 


Go where ſpring ſhall never ceaſe ! ODE 
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OD E the Seventh. 


WRITTEN 


Jn the Country, 


Libet jacere modo ſub antiqua ilice 
Modo in tenaci gramine, 
Labuntur altis interim ripis aquee ; 


Queruntur in ſylvis aves. 
Horace, 


HILDREN of riot! ſons of care ! 
To theſe ſoft ſcenes with us repair ! 
To ſcenes where pureſt nature lives, 
And almoſt heav'nly quiet gives! 
She treads this green and ſtill retreat, 
With coy rcſerve and ſaint-like feet, 
Here then be wiſe, and deign to learn, 


What bliſs from toil the temperate earn. 


Beneath this ſhade of beachen wood, 


We taſte content our ſimple food. 


The 
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The ſtream affords it's chryſtal tides ; 
The ſtream beneath our feet, that glides ; 
And leaves no ſorrow in the heart, 

Tho' here no banquet coſtly art, 
Preſents, yet hunger ne'er denies 


That zeſt, which from diſorder flies. 


Kind nature's tenants crowd around : 
The friſking lambs with youthful bound; 
The bleating flocks that ſtray and graze 
The ſober herds, that eager gaze; 7 2 
The birds with wild alternate lay; 

That tune the groves and glad the day. 
Such harmleſs objects minds engage, 


Which love to look in nature's page. 


Here too we trace the varying green, 

Which in the wood-fide trees is ſeen : 

While ſpring her tender touch diſplays, 

Who treads the groves, o'er meads who ſtrays. 
Thoſe groves where at the heat of noon, 

Or by the glimpl:zs of the moon, 

Some hallow'd beings ſport unſeen, 


Yet leave their footſteps on the green. 


Then 
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Then near the muſic of this ſtream, 


Let ſilent meditation dream, 

Lull'd by the water's drowſy fall; 

By all inſpir'd, and ſooth'd by all. 

Here learn what little may ſuffice, 

To bleſs the good and pleaſe the wile. 
Here ſhun the crowd, and ſeek to know, 


The bliſs that quiet can beſtow. 


Tis not our taſk to learn alone; : 
Truth by example ſhould be thewn. 

The many ills on life that wait, 

Call us from wiſdom's cool retreat. 

The buſy world demands our care : 

'T'is there our parts, our duties are. 

Wiſtom to peace her leſſons gives; 


In action only virtue lives. 


SONNET. 


SONNE ITS. 
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SONNET the Firſt. 


T O 


A THRUSH. 


HRILL Songſter ! who the ſilent air doſt fill, 
With melody moſt muſically ſweet ! 


Thy charming ſong, reſponſive warblings greet, 
Down in the vale, with emulative trill ! 
Enchanted Eve, mean time, is deeply ſtill ; 
Nor Interruption treads with ruder feet, 

To trouble Meditation's green retreat; 
The winding paſſage of this woodland hill. 

Liſt' ning to thee, I envy not the vain, 
Who dance in folly's idle, giddy maze ; 
Where Pride and odious Spleen alternate pain ; 
While midnight torches aid the diamond's blaze, 
—And ſurely God has giv'n that ſprightly ſtrain, 
To cheer us both, thro' life's too thorny ways! 


SONNET. 


6 


SONNET the Second. 


TJ 


A Black Bird. 


IPING aloud a rich melodious lay, 

Within the peaceful depths of this lone vale, 
Thou tell'ſt, enchanting bird! a pleaſing tale, 
To muſing filence, at the cloſe of day. | 
Thy partner fits upon her neſt of clay, a4 bf 
While yellow furze ſcents high the evening's gale, 8 
Patient within the brake —and much avail” A | 
Sweet notes her toils to ſooth and to repay. 

Hard is her taſk before the comin g brood, 
Shall break the priſon of the mottled ſhell. 
Yet {till ſhe waits regardleſs of her food, 

And ſcorns the pleaſures of the ſpring as well. 


In mutual blifs, when love unites the good, 


'Tis thus a virtuous pair all woe diſpel, 
SONNET. 


4. 


SONNET the Third, 


WRITTEN 


NEAR A RIVER. 


AY fiſh! unconſcious of the ſummer's ray, 
Within the cool, the fair, tranſlucent tide ; 
Beneath the ſhade of pendant trees, who glide ; 
Or glitt'ring ſport in more refulgent day; 
Still thoughtleſs, artleſs, innocent, ye play, 
Oft turning bright the crimſon ſpotted fide ; 


Ye little dream what ills your lives betide, 
Of guileful man, and fellow tribes the prey. 


Ye little fear the net's entangling ſnare, 


Ye little think the mimic inſect's wing, 

While wantonly ye ſport untouch'd by care, 

Of treacherous death conceals the gilded ſting. 
Thus youth in life's ſmooth ſtream is not aware; 


That ev'ry joy may ſecret anguiſh bring. 
SONNET. 
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SONNET the Fourth. 


T O 


A FRIEND own ms TRAVELS. 


ID Alpine heights, as bends your dang'rous way, 
O'er narrow paths upon the mountain's brow ; 

Whence giddy terror fears to look below, 
And dreads leſt every forward ſtep betray ; 
Above the clouds, that round the ſteep hills ſtray, 
As caution moves with meaſur'd paces flow ; 
Deceptive thro' the miſt's tranſparent glow, 
While rocks hang dreadful nodding dire diſmay ; 
When you your ardent vows to heav'n prefer, 
And fay—* from harms ye gracious powers defend! 
Should echo anſwer thro' the deſart air, 
Let fancy own the whiſpers of your friend. 
It cannot err For 'tis his conſtant pray'r ; 


That Guardian Angels may your ſteps attend!“ 
SONNET. 


1 


SONNET the Fifth 


10 


A LARK CONFINED IN A CAGE. 


EBAR'D the taſte of liberty and love, 
Still do you fing, poor fool! ſo long confin'd ? 

Can mirth in conſtant bondage pleaſe the mind ? 
And gaily in the captive boſom move ? 
No more the ſtretch of dazzled fight above 
You fade, or mount in morn beyond the wind, 
And ſhake off ſleep, and wake the labouring hind ; 
Pleas'd mid the joys of ambient light to rove. 
Yet every evil finds from time it's cure, 
And grief is faſhion'd to accommodate z 
While paſſive patience teaches to endure, 
It finds ſome ſolace in each ſettled ſtate. 
—And great thy pow'r, O Song! thus to allure 
And even cheer the Captives hopeleſs fate! 


SONNET. 
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SONNET the Sixth. 


TO THE 


M O O N. 


OUR chaſter beams, fair Orb ! my ſteps invite! 
Gilding the ſober ſhades, with ſoften'd ray! 
Mild as content, that imitative day 


And fair as youthful hope, that placid light, 
When ſour misfortune clouds our mortal night! 
That face ſerene no heavy ſtorms bewray ; 

Thro' peaceful paths you take your monthly way, 
With cloudleſs equal days for ever bright. 

Since Science ſays your realms well peopled are, 
Then your inhabitants may ſurely know, 

Tho' you breed tempeſts in this world of care, 
Of happineſs ſerene a purer flow. 

Yet not alone thoſe realms bleſt quiet ſhare ; 


For Reſignation makes our heav'n below! 


SONNET. 
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SONNET the Seventh, 
T © 


Winter, 


H! Winter! parent of the ſocial hour! 


Whoſe days curtail'd by laughter loving night, 
Give to the ſons of mirth more full delight ; 

Let me enjoy as well your varied pow'r ! 

Dull clouds of ſwelling grief around me lower ; 
Gild then my darkneſs with your feſtive light! 
With gentle friendſhip make my proſpects bright; 
On me your ſportive joys in fullneſs ſhow'r. 

But ah ! perverſe of fate the changes are ! 

For every ſmile beſtow'd it ſteals a joy, 

And every human bliſs is daſh'd with care ; 

As pureſt metals mix'd with baſe alloy. 

From me unkind ! a valued friend you tear, 


And you who moſt ſhould pleaſe do moſt deſtroy. 


Aa SONNET 
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SONNET the Eighth, 


T 0 


A THRUSH. 


ELODIUS Songſter | on the waving ſpray, 


You never cloſe your lids in gentle ſleep, 


Or ſee the ſun deſcend it's airy ſteep, 

Without a pious hymn to parting day. 

You never ſee the golden morning's ray 

Unprais'd, aſcending from the roſy deep. 

Still each return in ſacred acts you keep, 

And for cach bounty give a thankful lay. 

Not ſo does man his grateful off ring raiſe, 

For greater bounties, which each day may bring, 

Since he forgets his tributary praiſe, 

To wake remembrance thus you kindly ſing. 

Then bleſt the lay—ſo form'd, at once, to pleaſe, 

And lift the ſoul to Heay'n, on muſie's wing. 
SONNET. 
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S OM NET the Ninth, 


T O 


The Sea. 


USING, I view thy active reſtleſs tide, 


Reflect in playful waves the ſolar beams, 

And beat the rocky promontary's fide ; 
Condemn'd each wilder tempeſt to abide ; 
Thy reſt, like miſery's, but tranſient ſeems ; 
Like pride that vibrates in it's airy ſchemes ; 
Faſt flow thy ſtreams and faſt again ſubſide. 
Yet thou ſome ſofter days of calm can'ſt taſte ; 
Tranquillity ſpreads fair her placid ſmile, 
And ſmooths awhile thy dreary, barren waſte. 
But what can e'er the pains of life beguile ? 
Beyond all ſtorms, in happier regions plac'd, 


Hope points alone to ſome more bleſſed iſle. 


Picture, too true, of life's deceitful dreams! 


SONNET 
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SONNET the Tenth. 
T O 


CELESTINA, 


WEET as the rifing morn your gentle ſmile ; 
Clear as the ſky your eyes of lovely blue ; 
Soft as it's early bluſh your roſy hue ; 
And pure as light your heart, devoid of guile. 
You ſpeak—and mute attention hears the while ! 
You look—and raviſhment feels. raptures new. 
Delighting all! all feel delight from you! 
And joy expands it's wings—how volatile! 
On me, ſweet Maid! you bend the favouring eye; 
Too well, alas! your beauty's pow'r can move! 
Your charms confefling with an heartfelt figh, 
I know that none can e' er my choice reprove. 
And yet; hard fate! My bliſs muſt be—to die, 
Or harder ſtill—live and forget to love. 


MISCELLANEOUS VERS ES. 
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S 


WRITTEN AT 


MOUNT EDGCUMBE. 


Corripuere viam interea, qua ſemita monſtrat, 
Jamque aſcendebant collem, qui plurimus urbi 


Imminet, adverſaſque aſpectat deſuper arces, Virgil. 


OW gay thy greens ! how cool thy ſhades ! 
How dark thy wilds ! how bright thy glades ! 
O Edgcumbe fair, where various trees, 
Expand their boſoms to the breeze. 
Here we the branching oak admire; . 
Of all the foreſt tribes, the fire! 
Whoſe limbs o'erlay'd with tinted mots, 
Of mazy growth, fantaſtic croſs. 
Majeſtic elms, and poplars tall ; 
The aſh, whoſe graceful branches fall, 
In cluſt'ring elegance around ; 


It's ſhadows, quiy'ring on the ground; 
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The motley ſpots that various mark, 
With white or black it's grayer bark. 
The acacia light and delicate; 

The humble ſhrub, and trees of ſtate. 
The flow' ring cheſnuts depth of ſhade ; 
The limes in gayer dreſs array'd. 

The beech, beneath whoſe ſolemn gloom 
No vegetation dares to bloom 

Where faded leaves, profuſely ſhed, 

Lie ſtrew'd like generations dead ;* 
The pines and firs, whoſe cones in bloom 
Diffuſe around, a rich perfume. 

Theſe all in maſſes wide unite, 

And as they ſpread exclude the light. 
Save where the bold obtruſive day, 

Pours thro' the night of noon it's ray, 
Thro' caſual op'nings in the ſhade, 

By limbs decay'd, or broken made ; 

Sad law of mortal things ! Decay 


Waſtes theſe and human forms away! 


Om mp GuMuy e., rende 30, avopuss 


Homer. 


Some 
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Some ſtand unſocial and alone : 

On the wide world, unpitied thrown, 
Misfortune's children ſo are ſeen, 

The ſport of pride, or envious ſpleen. 

Some nodding crown the rocky ſteep, 

As liſt'ning to the murm'ring deep: 

Whoſe waves beneath inceſſant beat, 

The promontory's rugged feet. | 
When vez'd with ſtorms, with rage they roar, 
And vainly chaff the pebbly ſhore. 


What groves on groves aſcending grow | 
How green the chryſtal waves below ! 
And there the fiſhers ply their trade, 
And round the circling nets are ſpread. 
And as the barks approaching cloſe, 
The ardent work more buſy grows. 
The ſtruggling ſhoals in glitt'ring ſtrife, 
Are robb'd of liberty and life. 


Beneath the ſtill umbrageous wood, 

And near the margin of the flood, 

Alone the ſtraw-roof'd cottage ſtands, 

And looks o'er ſeas, and diſtant lands. 
B b 


Here 


Cin) 


Ire may the buſy and the great, 
For meditation oft retreat ; 
The ſplendid hall, the marble floor, 


\ Forſaking, ſeek the cottage door; 


And learn that humbler ſcenes like theſe, 

Have more than equal pow'r to pleaſe ; 

Peneath the lowly roof too find, 

All that can eaſe, or fill the mind. 

Content demands no pomp or ſtate : 0. 
It's joys on peace and ſilence wait. 

For what we ſeek within us lies; 

From vice or noiſe diſturb'd it flies. 

In vain to peaceful ſcenes we go, 


If guilt purſues—that mental foe. 


Amidſt the woods the trembling deer 
Impetuous ruſh, all wild with fear; 
Oft turn to gaze with jealous eye 
As from deſtructive man they fly; 
And from the dark wood to the lawn 

| Lead off in troops the bounding fawn, 
Ah! fly not us, ye timid race! 


We never urge the ſavage chaſe. 


CU. 3 


We would not ſtain your ſpotted ſides, 
With cruel murder's crimſon tides, 
For us you may in ſafety wear, 

Your branching antlers, void of care. 
And thro' the woods, each vhcaat day, 
Or o'er the fragrant lawns ſtill play. 
We would not bid the inſe& die, 

Or willing wound the fine-limb'd fly ; 
Nor e'en without a pang, would tear 
The powd'ry plumage, gay and fair, 
Which from the moth's tranſparent wings, 
The touch of heedleſs rudeneſs brings. 
Man is the tyrant of the field ; 

But more by hard unkindneſs ſteel'd, 
On his own race deſtruction brings. 
Ingratitude's deceitful ſtings, 

And avarice, to pity cold ; 

Ambition proud and conqueſt bold ; 
Revenge that never ſleeps, and Pride, 
And War in blood with garments dyed ; 
Oppreſſion rude and Luſt that preys, 
On beauty's faireſt, happieſt days ; 


Theſe 
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Theſe all againſt our peace combine; 


Thro' theſe we mourn, thro' theſe we pine; 


And more, thro' theſe, alas! we know 
That ſharpeſt ill! domeſtic woe! 


And now ſecur'd from noon-day heat, 
We gain the lofty temple's ſeat. 

Pleas'd while the eye ſurveys around, 

The circling ſtretch of diſtant ground. 
Where fading mountains crown the ſcene 
With many a fertile vale between ; 
Where ſporting with the ſolar beams, 
Fam'd Tamer winds his wanton ſtreams ; 
And deck'd with villas, forts and towns ; 
With woods and paſtures, hills and downs ; 
With docks and navies—England's pride, 
And lighter barks, that ſwiftly glide ; 
With iſlands, ſhores, and caverns deep, 


In hours of calm, where tempeſts ſleep, 


In all theſe glowing ſcenes we fee, 
Life pictur'd in variety. 


Nature inſtructs us of our ſtate, 


And ſhews the changes of our fate. 


The 
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The moral page then let us trace, 

And read ourſelves in nature's face. 

That ſtream, which proudly rolls below, 
Ordain'd thro' many a maze to flow, 
Obſtructed in it's early courſe, 

Thro' winding channels work'd by force: 
Still changing objects doom'd to find, 
Yet each ſtill doom'd to leave behind, 
But when enrich'd and ſtrengthen'd moſt, 
In the wide ocean ſoon is loſt. 

So we, in youth at firſt obſcure, 

The checks and ſcorn of pride endure ; 
And as from ſcene to ſcene we range, 
Change in ourſelves with every change. 
On ſmoother ſtreams, when ſailing on, 
Death ſtops our courſe, and we are gone. 
In yonder trees of ever-green, 

Emblems of friendſhip may be ſeen ; 
Which in no ſeaſon fail or wear, 

An alter'd look when ſtorms appear. 
Like worldlings ſome awhile are gay; 


A ſummer's ſmile of hope diſplay. 
But 
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But when the ſeaſons adverſe are, 

Look rude and friendleſs, cold and bare. 
That ſea how ſmooth, and yet how ſoon, 
May ſtorms ſucceed it's placid noon ! | 
Changing as ev'ry breeze ſhall blow ! 

O may our days more temper'd flow | 
Till hence the ſated ſpirit flies, 

To brighter ſcenes, and brighter ſkies. 


VERSES 
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VE N 8 E S 


1 
DUUBTING 


VHICH OF THE SEASONS OF THE YEAR TO PREFER, 


Done after B I O N. 


OU aſk me, Delia, of the changeful year, 


Which ſeaſon does the better aſpe& wear. 
Whilſt I their pow'rs deſcribe, my lines attend, 


And if I err, your judgment may amend. 


Firſt comes the Spring, emblem of youthful joy, 

E'er yet the zeſt of novel bliſs can cloy. 

Sweet is her mein ; and ſoft ſhe ſteals on air, 

And only finds my Delia's ſelf more fair. 

Then forth ſhe leads gay hope, and warm deſire, 

And lights in nature's breaſt her genial fire, 
Then 
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Then beams the eye of love, divinely bright, 
And beauty's cheeks reflect her roſy light. 

The grove ſoft whiſpers and the ſtream replies, 
And ev'ry vocal hill a new- found language tries. 
Each wand' ring breath wafts muſic to the ear, 
And fans the blooms of health as they appear. 
Gay ſpread the colours on the bluſhing ground, 
And in all objects all delights abound. 


Next ardent Summer comes with ſober mein, 
Leſs mild, ſhe claims a more deſpotic reign. 

And from her too exceſſive pow'rs we fly ; 

With ſuns we ficken, and with drought we die. 
The hand that pains, meantime delights can give, 
Ot ſtreams that cool, and woodlands that relieve. 
With ſultry Day then faireſt Ev'ning vies ; 

Calms the ſtill air, and paints the glowing ſkies. 


Next Autumn reigns, and with a laviſh hand, 

Diffuſes plenty o'er the rip'ning land. 

Then harveſts wave; the purple vintage flows, 
And in full pride the conſcious orchard glows. 


Then nature all her lovelieſt tints betrays, 


And in a thouſand colours fancy plays. 


Laſt 
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Laſt Winter comes; and gloom his Reps attends, 
Like hoary age the pride of nature bends. 

Yet ſtill while ſnows deſcend and tempeſts lower, 
The ſocial life affords it's cheerful hour. 

In pleaſing converſe circling friends unite, 


Or ſtudious eaſe exhauſts the taper's light. 


Thus ſeaſons change, and thus they all maintain 
Their little round of varied joy and pain. | 
Yet each in pow'r to pleaſe to ſpring muſt yield, 
Then hope's perſpective ſpreads it's wideſt field. 
Then fancy's ſportive colours ſeem moſt gay, 
E'er full poſſeſſion can the cheat betray. 

For 'tis in every gain our fate to find, 

We ſought alone deluſions of the mind. 
Hope ſtill deceives and paints our proſpects fair ; 
We ſtill purſue, and till they are but air. 

Man finds, each new expedient tho' he tries, 
That moſt of bliſs in expectation lies. 


Cc SONG 
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S O NG. 


AY, Chlora ! whence that cold diſdain, 
Which chills thy hard unfeeling breaſt ? 


Which gives thy faithful lover pain, 


In doubts o'erwhelm'd, with grief diſtreſs'd ? 


Can no warm vows thy pity move ? 
No tears, no ardent pray'rs prevail ? 
Can no kind action wake thy love? 
No ſoftneſs o'er thy ſenſes ſtcal ? 


Dull are thy feelings, cruel maid ! 
No flame they catch, no hope inſpire : 
Nor by a bluſh is love betray d; 

The bluſh that marks the latent fire. 


Tame and inſenſible thy heart; 
With no quick flowing tides it moves: 
Nor thro' thy frame can e'er impart, 


The thrilling ſenſe of anſwerin g loves. 
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Unmovy'd thou view'ſt with careleſs air, 
The blooming cheek of youth grow pale z 
And when he talks of mad deſpair, 
Untouch'd thou hear'ſt the plaintive tale. 


In vain he weeps, in vain he fighs ! 
Or burſts with agonizing pain. 

Thou ſee'ſt unfeeling ! how he dies; 
Repaying ſoftneſs with diſdain. 


Cold is the ſnow | thy breaſt more cold ! 


That melts before the warmer ſun, 


From hills that catch the day's bright gold, 


Ten thouſand melting rivers run. 


Hard is the rock! thy heart more hard! 
Art can the rigid maſs divide, 

No art can move thee to regard 

No labour e'er ſubdue thy pride. 


Yet ſhall the day perhaps arrive, 
When all thy tranſient beauties flown, 
Too late with rival nymphs to ſtrive, 


Unpitied thou wilt fret alone. 


Forſaken 
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Forſaken then, and ſcarcely ſeen, 
When no gay lovers round thee croud; 


The prey of ſorrow and of ſpleen, 
Thou ſhalt be found no longer proud. 


Contempt ſhall then, alas! inſpire 

A flame, which pity ne'er could raiſe: 
In anger ſhalt thou feel it's fire, 

And ſcorch'd and wither'd end thy days. 


SONG 
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SON 6G. 


AURA ! can'ſt thou forſake the town ? 
And dwell with love and me ? 
Tho' I no greater treaſure own, 


Than ſweet ſimplicity ? 


I have no jewels for thy neck, 
Thy beauties to adorn : 
Yet nature's jewels glittering deck 


My dew-fed ficlds each morn. 


No coſtly odours can I boaſt ; 
Yet pure my rural air. 
My flowers may challenge India's coaſt ; 


As ſweet, if not ſo rare. 


Coſmetics wilt thou e'er deſpiſe; 

Nor foreign art aſſume. 

Yet health may aid thoſe piercing eyes, 
And heighten een thy bloom, 


— 


No 
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No concerts can I give, where move 
Vain nymphs, or ſillier beaux. 

Vet muſic rings, in every grove, 
Which innocence beſtows. 


Then come for art ſome ſtain may mix 
In mind and beauty too; 

But chaſte ſimplicity will fix 

Both love and charms more true. 


r 
CUM ALIIS. 


Page 5, Line 11, for too, read two. 
2, for bleſs, read bliſs, | 
— 64, — 2, for flying Sun, read central Sun. 


— 56, 


— 3, — 12, for The laſt remains of ruin'd beauty dies, read, 
How ruin'd beauty unlamented dies. 

—124, — 17, for can never reach, read can ne'er attain, 

125, —— 18, for Heav'ns book, read Heay'ns ſtrift book. 

—165, — 3, for priſe, read prize, 

—175, — 20, for glimples, read glimpſes. 

—183,.— , for for debar'd, read debarr'd. 


— 187, — 4, for promontary, read promontory, 
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